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PUTKINS; 


Heir  to  Castles  in  the  Air 


A  Comic  Drama  in  One  Act. 


O  l 

By  W.  R.  EMERSON. 


BOSTON: 

No.  23  Winter  Street, 


THE  FLOWING  BOWL.- Three  Acta.  Price,  25  cts. 
NEVADA;  or.  The  Lost  Mine. —  Three  acts.  Price,  25  eta. 
PAST  REDEMPTION.  —  Four  acts.  Price,  25  cts. 

COMRADES.  -  Three  acts.  Price,  25  cts. 

TIT  AN  I  A.  — A  Fairy  Play  for  Children,  in  two  acts.  Price,  25  eta. 
OUR  FOLKS. — Three  acts.  Price,  15  cts. 

I  REBECCA’S  TRIUMPH.  — Female  Characters  only.  Prica,  25  eta. 

>ANTA  CLAUS^FhE  FIRST.— A  Christmas  Play  for  Children,  by  F.  E.  Chase.  Prioe,  21  etc 
i  GAME  OF  DOMINOS.  — A  Comedy,  in  one  act.  Price,  15  cts. 

’HE  STOLEN  WILL.  —  A  Comedy  Drama,  in  three  acts.  Price,  25  cents.  # 


EO.  M.  BAKER’S 
NEW  PLAYS, 


MEYERS  CELEBRATED  GREASE  FAINTS, 

We  are  now  prepared  to  furnish  a  full  line  of  Grease  Paints  of  the  celebrated  make 
of  Charles  Meyer,  at  the  manufacturer’s  price.  These  paints  are  acknowledged  by 
professionals  to  be  the  best ,  and  are  in  general  use  in  our  theatres.  Compared  to  the 
old  method  of  using  powdeis,  these  paints  are  far  superior,  as  they  impart  a  clearer 
and  more  life-like  appearance  to  the  skin,  and,  being  of  a  greasy  nature,  cannot  easily 
be  affected  by  perspiration.  We  can  supply  the  following  necessary  colors,  put  up 
in  a  neat  box,  with  full  directions  for  use,  viz. :  Light  Flesh,  Dark" Flesh,  Brown, 
Black.,  Lake,  White,  Carmine,  and  Slate.  Price,  $1.00. 


We  have  also  the  following  extra  colors  :  — 


NO. 

1.  Very  pale  Flesh  Color. 

2.  Light  Flesh,  deeper  tint. 

3.  Natural  Flesh  Color,  for 

juvenile  heroes. 

4.  Rosy  Tint,  for  juvenile 

heroes. 

5.  Deeper  shade,  for  juve¬ 

nile  heroes. 


NO.  NO. 

6.  Healthy  Sunburned,  for  n.  Ruddy,  for  old  age. 

juvenile  heroes.  12.  Olive,'  healthy. 

7.  Healthy  Sunb’ned,  deep-  13.  Olive,  lighter  shade. 

er  shade.  14.  Gypsy  flesh  color. 

8.  Sallow,  for  young  men.  15.  Othello. 

9.  Healthy  Color,  for  mid-  16.  Chinese. 

die  ages.  17.  Indian. 

10.  Sallow,  for  old  age.  18.  East  Indian. 


Done  up  in  sticks  of  four  inches  in  length,  at  25  cents  each.  Any  other  color 
made  to  order. 


LINING  COLORS  :  Brown,  Black,  Lake,  and  White,  15  cents  each.  Carmine 
and  White,  large  sticks,  25  cents  each. 


MEYER'S  WELL-KNOWN  FACE  PREPARATIONS. 

Justly  recommended  by  the  profession  as  being  the  best. 

CREAM  EXORA.  —  In  large  china  pots.  A  very  fine  preparation  for  beauti¬ 
fying  the  complexion,  in  different  shades,  as  follows  :  No.  1,  White;  No  2,  Tint 
of  Rose;  No.  3,  Darker  Shade  (brunette).  50  and  75  cents  per  box, 

ADHESIVE  POWDER. — For  sticking  on  Mustaches,  Whiskers,  etc. 
Price,  25  cents  per  box. 

COCOA  BUTTER.  —  For  removing  grease  paint.  Large  pieces,  25  cents. 


DORIN’S  { SSsat??:  }  Price’  35  each- 

BAKER’S  SMOKE  POTS.  —  Having  considerable  call  for  an  article  for 
making  smoke  for  fire  scenes,  etc.,  we  have  made  arrangements  with  the  pyro¬ 
technist  of  the  Boston  Theatre  to  supply  us  with  the  best  article  for  that:  purpose; 
we  can  now  furnish  smoke  pots,  entirely  free  from  stench  and  producing  a  thick 
white  smoke,  in  two  sizes,  at  35  and  50  cents  each. 

BAKER’S  BLACK  OPERA  CORK. —  For  Ethiopian  Singers  and  Actors. 
40  cents  per  box. 

BAKER’S  TABLEAU  LIGHTS.  —  Red,  Green,  and  WhitfL  Price,  25 
cents  each. 

These  lights  are  put  up  especially  for  our  trade,  and  cannot  be  excelled  for 
brilliancy.  They  burn  with  as  little  smoke  as  any  preparation  for  lil;~  purpose. 
The  white  is  especially  brilliant,  rivalling  the  magnesium  light  in  intensity.  W  e 
have  the  above  solidified  for  maning  pui*poses,  enough  for  three  lights  in  a  pack¬ 
age,  at  the  same  price. 

The  Tableau  Lights  will  be  sold  in  bulk,  put  up  in  tin  boxes,  not  less  than 
half  a  pound  of  a  color,  at  $1.50  per  pound;  sent  only  by  express. 


We  can  furnish  any  of  the  articles  advertised  in  the  catalogues  of  other  publishers 
of  plays,  at  list  prices. 
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HP  III  TO  — 


CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR, 


^  tfowir  grama, 


IN  ONFj  ACT. 


WILLIAM  R.  EMERSON. 


BOSTON 


CHARACTERS 


John  Put  kins,  Census-taker. 
Jerry  Dolliman. 

Phcebe  Twist. 

Jane  Abigail  Perkins. 


COSTUME S . 


Pctkins.  Black  swallow -ull  coat,  buttcicd  uptight;  broad-brimmed 
black  hat,  with  deep  weed ;  black  I.is'e  thread  gloves:  tight  black 
pants;  black  neck  stock,  no  white  allowing;  spectacles;  decid¬ 
edly  seedy  throughout. 

Jerry.  Fustian  cut-away  coat;  red  vest;  blue  necktie,  white  spots; 
gray  corduroy  pants  ;  red  stockings ;  slouched  hat. 

Phoebe.  Picturesque  short  dress,  in  bright  colors. 

Jane.  Eccentric  old  maid’s  dre»c. 


Time  of  representation  —  Forty -five  minutes. 


Entered,  according  to  Act  of  congress,  in  the  year  1871,  by 
Charles  H.  Spencer,  Agent, 

In  the  Office  of  the  LiOi  man  o'.  Congress,  at  Washington. 


P  U  T  K  1  N  S 


%\Z 


C-OO  ‘ 


SCENE.  4  Kitchen;  a  table,  containing  a  pumpkin,  tin  dishes , 

Mg  lo  'if  of  bread ,  coffee-pot,  $c. ;  four  chairs ,  broom ,  dust¬ 
pan,  $c. 

Enter  Phcebe,  d.  r.  c.,  with  umbrellas. 

Phoebe.  There  wasn’t  a  solitary  umbrella  in  the  house  last  rain, 
and  my  poor  Jerry  not  only  got  wet  through  coming  here,  but  wet 
througher  going  away  from  here,  and  all  because  there  wasn’t  an 
umbrella  to  lend  him.  So  this  time  I’ve  searched  the  house  through, 
and  brought  to  light  no  less  than  thirteen  —  some  blue  cotton,  and 
some  green  cambric;  one  a  sick  yellow  when  it’s  wet,  and  no  color 
when  it’s  dry;  some  with  handles,  and  some  with  everything  but  a 
handle.  Dear  me;  what  a  wicked  world  this  is,  to  be  sure!  There 
ought  to  be  a  new  commandment  made  about  umbrellas.  I’ve  seen 
our  deacon,  coming  out  of  meeting,  deliberately  contemplate  his 
own  and  the  sexton’s  umbrella,  and  decide  in  favor  of  the  latter; 
and  when  Aunt  Tildy,  that  sainted  woman,  goes  out  to  visit  the  poor, 
with  a  shabby  umbrella,  she  invariably  comes  home  with  a  better 
one.  If  the  world  ever  does  burn  up,  I  do  believe  the  fire  will  start 
in  an  umbrella  shop.  Here’s  one  ( opening  an  umbrella )  that  looks 
like  a  balloon  they  send  cats  down  in ;  that’s  good  ( kicking  another) 
to  frighten  cows  with  ;  and  this  one  —  this  lovely  gingham  —  is  big 
enough  to  make  love  under  in  the  summer  time,  so  I’ll  give  it  to  my 
dear  Dolly,  for  he’s  the  handsomest  young  man  in  the  country.  How 
all  the  village  girls  do  envy  me,  for  they  all  set  their  caps  for  him. 
Then,  he’s  so  bright  and  funny  that  everybody  begins  to  titter  when 
lie  begins  to  speak;  and  his  head  is  as  full  of  quotations  as  a  pepper¬ 
box  of  pepper,  and  when  he  shakes  it  at  you,  you  are  sure  of  a 
sprinkling  of  Shakspeare,  Paul  Pry,  or  some  of  those  great  minds; 
and  he  carries  a  play-book  in  his  waistcoat  pocket.  O  (looking  out 
of  window,  t,.).,  here  he  comes,  plodding  along  just  as  if  there  was  no 
6hower.  I’ll  throw  him  his  green  cambric.  No,  I’m  too  late. 
(  Voice  and  stamping  heard  outside.) 

Enter  Jerry,  d.  l.  e.,  with  milk-can. 

Phoebe.  Ilow  d’ye  do,  Dolly? 

Jerry.  Do  ?  Phoebe,  squeeze  me  and  see.  I  bring  more  water 
than  milk  this  time,  I  reckon. 

Phcebe.  Not  mixed,  I  hope. 

Jerry.  Mixed?  Do  you  know  what  the  man  in  the  play  says?- 
Insinuation  is  a  bitterer  pill 
Than  doctors  give  to  cure  or  kill. 
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Mixed,  Phcebp?  I  scorn  the  insinuendo  !  Mixed?  ( Apostrophizing 
milk-can .)  No !  —  not  unless  the  cow  got  wet  through.  ( Puts 
milk-can  on  table.) 

Phoebe.  Why  didn't  you  borrow  an  umbrella?  ’Twould  have  been 
yours,  you  know. 

Jerry.  I  know  it  would:  and  that’s  why  I  wanted  to  borrow  one 
of  the  parson.  But  he  said  he  hadn’t  one;  and,  besides,  he  was 
going  to  use  it.  That  man  would  send  a  crate  of  umbrellas  to  the 
Feejee  missionaries,  but  the  milk  of  his  human  kindness  would  sour 
unless  it  was  churned  in  a  big  churn  with  his  name  on  the  Inndle. 
O  Phoebe,  I  was  born  with  a  ready-made  umbrella,  to  shelter  m3 
from  the  showers  of  a  milk-and-water  religion. 

Phoebe.  There,  then,  Dolly,  I’ll  give  you  this  one.  ( Gives  hi  n 
an  umbrella.) 

Jerry .  O  Phoebe,  my  heart  opens  to  you  like  this  umbrella. 

(Opens  umbrella.) 

Phoebe .  Then  I  hope  you’ll  never  shut  it  up. 

Jerry.  Why,  I  should  have  to  take  the  side  of  the  house  down  to 
get  it  out. 

Phoebe.  No,  no!  your  heart  I  mean. 

Jerry.  Ah,  I  see.  But  ’twould  be  just  as  hard  to  get  my  heart 
out  of  the  house  when  you  were  in  it,  Phoebe. 

Phoebe .  O  Jerry  !  (Sentimentally.) 

Jerry.  O  Phoebe!  (Dramatically.)  By  the  by,  has  the  census¬ 
taking  man  been  here  to-day  ? 

Phoebe.  Well,  there  was  a  strange  kind  of  a  man  here  to-day,  who 
almost  frightened  me  out  of  my  senses ;  but  I  didn’t  think  he  meant 
to  take  them.  It  was  a  drunk  butcher. 

Jerry.  A  drunk  butcher  is  an  object  of  terror  to  young  women, 
certainly ;  but  you  misunderstand  me  —  census,  not  senses;  sus ,  not  ses . 

Phoebe.  O,  no.,  no  such  man  has  been  here.  Who  is  he? 

Jerry.  A  man  who  takes  account  of  human  stock. 

Phoebe.  Human  stock!  What’s  that? 

Jerry.  Men,  women,  and  children  —  great  and  small,  old  and 
young,  male  and  female,  of  both  sexes. 

Phoebe.  I  never  heard  of  such  a  creature  before. 

Jerry.  Well,  if  you  see  him  once  you’ll  know  him  a  second  time, 
for  he’s  a  curious  man.  I  saw  him  this  morning  at  the  Man  and 
Beast  tavern.  He  carries  a  pile  of  big  books  under  his  arm,  and  has 
an  ink  bottle  tied  round  his  neck.  He  asked  everybody’s  name, 
and  the  name  of  everybody  in  everybody’s  family,  as  far  back  as 
anybody  could  remember  anybody.  He  wants  to  know  what  every¬ 
body’s  worth,  and  is  very  particular  to  know  where  everybody’s 
grandfather  was  buried,  and  if  there  are  any  long  and  interesting 
epitaphs  on  anybody's  family  tombstone. 

Phoebe.  O,  mercy  me!  does  he  count  the  dead  human  stock? 

Jerry.  And  he  asks  if  there  are  any  registers  in  anybody’s  Family 
Bible;  and  is  very  particular  to  know  if  there  is,  or  ever  has  been, 
anybody  in  yaur  particular  family  by  the  diabolical  name  of  some¬ 
thing  that  sounded  like  Pumpkins. 
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Phoebe,  He  won't  find  any  Pumpkins  in  our  Family  Bible,  I  can 
tell  him. 

Jerry .  He’s  a  walking’  directory;  a  gazetteer  on  legs;  lie’s  been 
everywhere,  seen  everybody,  and  remembers  them  all.  {Voice  of  an 
old  woman  heard  outside ,  saying, IPhcebe,  Piicebe,  there's  a  queer 
looking  man  trying  to  get  into  the  back  gate  that's  nailed  up.) 

Phoebe.  Then  there's  no  danger  of  his  getting  in. 

Voice.  He’s  crawled  under  the  bars,  and  is  reading  the  name  on 
the  hen-coop. 

Phoebe.  Let  him  read,  there’s  no  secret  on  it.  Do  you  know, 
Dolly,  that  poor  Aunt  Tildy  has  got  some  great  secret  —  and  she 
won’t  tell  me  what  it  is  —  that  is  wearing  her  life  out.  Sometimes 
she  mutters,  poor  Tom,  poor  Tom,  and  cries  as  if  her  heart  would 
break.  Why,  it  was  only  last  night,  when  there  was  a  lull  in  tlie 
storm,  and  all  was  so  still  and  awful  that  I  shuddered  for  fear,  she 
cried,  in  a  low,  sobbing  voice,  “  Dear  Tom,  dear  Tom,  where  have 
you  —  have  you  —  been  so  long,  so  long?”  Then  the  wind  roared 
in  the  chimney,  and  the  rain  beat  against  the  windows,  and  I  fell 
asleep,  crying  like  a  child.  (  Weeps.) 

Jerry.  Don’t  cry,  Phoebe;  don't.  Perhaps  if  this  census  man 
comes  here,  he  can  tell  us  something  about  poor  Tom. 

Phoebe .  Why,  Dolly,  perhaps  he  can  ;  and  I'll  ask  him  all  about 
every  poor  Tom  he  ever  heard  of. 

Jerry.  And  I’ll  ask  him  if  he  ever  heard  of  a  play-actor  in  the 
illustrious  family  of  the  Dollimans;  and  if  he  knows  anything  of  a 
poor  Tom,  and  a  tragic  Dolliman.  It  will  dry  the  tears  in  Aunt 
Tildy’s  eyes,  and  “  Dolliman  will  be  himself  again.”  (  Tragically .) 

Enter  Putkins,  d.  l.  c.,  with  big  books  under  his  arm ,  immense 
goosequill  behind  his  ear,  and  inkhorn  hung  round  his  neck . 

Putkins  { catching  latter  part  of  Jerry’s  speech).  Dolliman,  Dol¬ 
liman  ;  where  from? 

Jerry  {coolly).  Haven’t  the  slightest  idea  where  from,  nor  where 
I’m  going  to. 

Put.  Who  lives  in  this  house?  Is  he  at  home? 

Phoebe  {courtesies) .  Patience  Tildy,  widow  ;  and  she  is  at  home. 

Put.  Our  compliments  to  Patience  Tildy,  widow.  One  of  the 
Queen’s  Commissioners  would  confer  with  her.  {Sits.) 

I}hcebe  {courtesies  againf  Yes,  sir.  A  Queen's  Commissioner  in 
our  kitchen  !  Goodness,  we’ll  have  a  new  set  of  tin  ware  right  off. 
{Runs  off,  r  1  e  — Putkins  makes  notes  in  book.) 

Jerry  {throwing  a  bag  over  his  shoulder ,  which  nearly  hits  Put¬ 
kins).  Your  pardon,  sir,  but  if  you  want  to  count  me,  here  I  am; 
but  I'm  otFin  a  jifly,  like  a  sky-rocket.  {Imitating  sound  of  rocket.) 

Put.  Well,  sir,  what  may  I  call  you? 

Jerry.  You  might  call  me  what  you  were  a  mind  to,  but  ’twouldn’t 
i>e  likely  to  be  my  name.  No,  sir,  I  pass  for  Jeremiah  Dolliman 
—  your  servant  —  in  these  parts. 

Put.  Proceed,  Mr.  Jeremiah,  with  your  age,  residence,  &c.  (Pr* 
pares  to  write.) 
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Jerry  (aside).  I’m  going  into  his  census-book  like  a  supernumerary 
in  a  play-bill.  Who  knows  but  that  name  will  shine  one  of  these 
days  as  a  great  Falstaff  or  Hunchback! 

Put.  Proceed,  proceed,  Mr.  Dollarbill. 

Jerry.  Dollarbill?  Excuse  me,  sir.  I  m  no  Dollarbill,  and  never 
had  an  introduction  to  the  family.  Dolliman,  sir,  without  so  much 
as  a  shilling. 

Put.  Go  on,  Mr.  Dolliman  —  age,  residence,  &c. 

Jerry.  Twenty-one  and  about  three  weeks;  residence  next  farm, 
&c. — the  only  so  forth  I  can  think  of  is  Esquire.  (Bell  heard.) 
That’s  our  cow-bell  calling  me;  good  day,  sir.  By  the  by,  I  didn't 
get  your  name. 

Put.  Putkins. 

Jerry.  Putkins?  Putkins?  (In  surprise.) 

Put.  (aside).  He’s  heard  of  a  Putkins.  (Aloud.)  Well,  sir,  what 
is  there  so  wonderful  in  Putkins? 

Jerry.  O,  nothing,  nothing!  Only  I’ve  been  trying  for  a  long 
time  to  find  somebody  to  name  our  new  horse  after.  (Exit,  l.  I  e., 
tragically.) 

Put.  (alone).  Putkins,  listen  to  me.  You’re  a  brave  fellow,  Put¬ 
kins,  and  if  l  could  un-Putkins  myself,  I’d  take  off  my  hat  to  you, 
undaunted  Putkins.  Day  after  day,  week  after  week,  year  after 
year,  trampling  under  foot  every  obstacle  that  rose  between  you  and 
the  magnificent  fortune  of  an  ancestor  whose  sole  heir  you  are,  —  for 
to  my  knowledge  you  are,  may  I  not  say,  the  last  rose  of  the  sum¬ 
mer  of  the  Putkins  family.  Absalom  Putkins  was  a  Croesus.  This 
Croesus  was  my  great-grandfather’s  grandfather.  None  of  the  Put- 
kinses  have  been  worth  a  sixpence  since  this  Croesus  died  —  which 
minor  item  in  his  biography  he  locked  up  in  his  grave  with  him. 
(Takes  up  loaf ,  and  nibbles  it.)  For  twenty- three  years  and  seven 
months  have  I  been  trying  to  find  some  clew  to  this  Absalom  Croesus 
Putkins,  and  where  his  money  went  to.  I  devoted  the  major  part  of 
fourteen  years  to  graveyards,  that  I  might  lay  my  tardy  tribute  of 
affection  above  his  lamented  ashes,  until  it  seemed  to  me  all  the  rest 
of  the  world  was  dead  but  a  graveyard.  A  cemetery  was  my  Utopia; 
epitaphs  were  my  victuals  and  drink.  (Drinks  out  of  milk-can.) 
You  might  have  found  mein  the  gray  light  of  morning,  hanging  over 
some  dim  headstone,  waiting  for  the  sun  to  rise  and  light  up  the  tablet ; 
and  at  night,  feeling  out  the  letters  long  after  the  most  industrious 
grave-digger  had  shouldered  his  pick  and  gone  home  to  supper.  1 
dreamed  obituaries,  and  fell  asleep  over  requiescats  A  skull  and 
cross-bones  had  no  more  terrors  for  me  than  a  jumping-jack.  I  could 
have  gone  in  a  hearse  to  a  picnic  of  skeletons,  and  danced  to  Jim  Crow 
in  a  tomb  with  the  doors  shut.  I  felt  as  if  L  had  one  eye  in  the  next 
world  hunting  for  the  spit  it  of  A.  C.  Putkins,  and  the  other  eye  in  this, 
trying  to  find  where  his  money  had  gone  to.  (Drinks  again.)  At 
length  I  emerged  from  the  dead,  and  came  to  life  again,  and,  as  good 
luck  would  have  it,  I  obtained  the  post  of  census-taker,  and  for  nine 
years  and  seven  months,  off  and  on,  have  I  been  counting  men. 
women,  and  children.  But  not  yet,  not  quite  yet,  has  anybody  heard 
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anything  of  the  long-lost,  the  lamented  Absalom  P.  And  shall  I  now, 
after  twenty-three  years  and  seven  months  of  unflii.chirg  persever¬ 
ance,  quail  before  any  obstacle?  No;  I’d  climb  mountains  higher 
than  Popo-catter-pillar,  and  go  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  deepest 
boiling  spring  in  a  leaking  diving-bell,  if  at  the  top  of  the  one  or  the 
bottom  of  the  other  I  could  discover  one  of  the  most  diminutive  of 
A.  I  .’s  traces.  Why  falter,  when  I  hold  in  my  very  grasp  ( taking 
quill  from  behind  his  ear )  the  key  to  the  vaults  of  my  Croesan  ances¬ 
tor.  Beg  your  pardon,  Putkins,  it’s  nothing  but  a  goosequill.  Fal¬ 
ter?  No,  no;  my  road  is  too  plain,  my  purpose  too  deep.  If  life  is 
to  be  a  waste,  I’ll  waste  it  ail ;  but  until  I  can  feast  my  soul  with  some 
unmistakable  testimony  of  my  behoved  Absalom,  you’ll  find  John 
Putkins  the  same  old  delver  still.  (  Tap  heard.)  Did  somebody  tap  ? 
In  the  temporary  absence  of  the  young  woman,  it  devolves  upon  me 
to  let  that  somebody  in.  (Opens  door.) 

Enter  Jane  Abigail  Perkins,  l.,  courtesying  very  low  and  comi¬ 
cally. 

Jane.  Is  Dame  Tildy  within,  sir?  I  —  I  —  mean  how  does  she 
do  to-day?  I  suppose  this  is  Dr.  Killmall?  (Aside).  The  doctor 
is  a  widower. 

Put.  If  by  Dame  Tildy  you  refer  to  one  Patience  Tildy,  widow,  I 
am  led  to  suppose  she  is  within.  (Hands  her  a  chair ,  and  both 
sit.)  I  beg  you’ll  excuse  my  saying  that  I  haven’t  the  most  remote 
idea  how  she  is  to-day  ;  and  I’m  sorry  to  disappoint  you  by  inform¬ 
ing  you  that  I’m  not  Dr.  Killmall.  I  never  heard  of  but  one  Kill¬ 
mall,  and  that  bit  of  information  I  got  from  a  graveyard  in  Eggsbury, 
the  only  instance  I  ever  met  of  a  P.  S.  on  a  gravestone,  to  the  eflfect 
that  the  man  buried  there  was  the  wrong  man,  but  the  right  man 
was  much  obliged  for  the  flattering  terms  of  the  epitaph,  and  would 
inform  the  family  that  he  had  had  his  name  pricked  in  India  ink 
between  his  upper  ribs. 

Jane  (aside).  What  an  interesting  man  (Aloud.)  What  did 
his  wife  say  when  he  came  home? 

Put.  I  got  my  information  from  a  tombstone ;  and  no  mention 
whatever  was  made  there  of  his  wife. 

Jane.  Perhaps  he  had  no  wife,  poor  man. 

Put.  Why  do  you  call  him  poor  man?  Are  we  all  poor  men 
who  have  no  wives? 

Jane  (aside).  He  insinuates  that  he  has  no  wife.  (Aloud.)  Un¬ 
married —  No.  1  mean,  married  women  are  inclined  to  say  so. 

Put.  What  married  woman  have  I  the  honor  of  addressing? 

Jane.  Jane  Abigail  Perkins  —  unmarried,  sir,  unmarried. 

Put.  Perkins!  Perkins!  (Rising.)  Sure  it’s  not  Putkins ; 
same  numaer  of  letters,  and  both  begin  with  P  {Aside.)  I’d  givj 
som°tl  u.g  if  that  woman  was  a  Putkins. 

June.  No,  sir,  Perkins;  Perkins  I  was  christened,  and  Perkins 
I  expect  to  die.  (Sighing.) 

Pvt.  Could  no  inducement  tempt  you  to  persuade  yourself  that 
you  are,  or  might  be,  a  Putkins? 
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Jane  ( rising ).  ( Aside ).  Is  it  possible  that  lie  has  offered  himself. 

( Aloud .)  You  really  must  excuse  me,  sir,  but  as  our  acquaintance 
has  been  of  —  somewhat  doubtful  length  —  I  —  I  — 

Put.  {aside).  The  woman  is  evidently  laboring  under  the  idea 
that  I  wish  to  make  a  Mrs.  John  Put-kins  of  her. 

Jane  ( continuing ).  And  as  I  have  only  just  rm  over  to  bring 
Aunt  Tildy  a  receipt  for  gruel  —  I  —  I  —  should  prefer  to  take  a  lit¬ 
tle  time  to  consider.  {Aside.)  What  would  the  old  folks  say  if  I 
should  bring  home  a  dear  husband,  when  I  only  just  ran  over  with  a 
receipt  for  gruel? 

Put.  Excuse  me,  Miss  Perkins,  but  for  so  many  years  have  I 
been  looking,  hoping,  longing ,  for  a  Putkins,  that  my  very  first 
impression  on  seeing  you,  and  learning  that  your  name  began  with  a 
P,  was  to  embrace  you  as  I  would  a  Putkins. 

Jane.  It  would,  under  the  circumstances,  have  been  but  a  natural 
mistake,  and  easily  rectified  afterwards. 

Put.  What,  embracing  you  ? 

Jane.  O,  dear;  how  hot  this  kitchen  is!  I  shall  faint!  {Fans 
herself  with  a  dust-pan  lying  on  table ,  which  she  drops,  and  pulls 
out  handkerchief,  which  she  also  lets  fall,  and  sinks  back  in  chair.) 

Put.  {rushes  forward,  picks  up  handkerchief,  and  fans  her). 
The  kitchen  is  close,  certainly.  I’ll  fling  open  all  the  doors  and 
windows. 

Jane.  No  matter,  no  matter,  thank  you.  I’m  better  now. 

Put.  {reading  name  on  handkerchief).  Spunkit?  Spunkit? 
Same  letters  as  Putkins  !  Put  ’em  in  a  dice-box,  and  you’d  throw 
Putkins  as  often  as  Kunspit  —  no,  I  mean  Spunkit.  {Aside.)  There’s 
some  deep  game  here.  Who  knows  but  they’ve  tipped  the  name 
round  to  destroy  the  clew  to  the  property.  I’ll  solve  the  mystery 
connected  with  this  woman,  if  I  have  to  marry  her  for  it.  {Aloud.) 
Am  I  right  in  reading  Spunkit  ? 

Jane.  Perfectly.  Spunkit  is  the  surname  of  my  mother’s  second 
and  present  husband,  and  a  common  name  where  he  came  from. 

Put.  Ah,  indeed.  Not  a  wink  o’  sleep  shall  come  to  these  eyes 
till  I  have  skunked  Pumpit  —  I  mean  pumped  Spunkit. 

Jane.  He  may  give  you  a  good  deal  of  information,  for  he  was  a 
sexton  once,  and  parish  beadle  now,  and  his  back  garret  is  filled  witli 
pictures  of  family  trees,  and  weeping  willows,  and  framed  certificates, 
and  dirty  old  marriage  and  death  books. 

Put.  ( aside ).  He’s  my  man,  if  she  has  to  he  my  woman.  {Aloud.) 
Did  you  ever  hear  Mm  speak  of  one  Putkins? 

Jane.  No;  but  it  seems  to  me — {thinking  deeply)  —  yes,  I’m 
sure  —  I  can’t  be  mistaken  —  I’ve  read  some  such  name  in  an  old 
Pamily  Register  we  have. 

Put.  {excitedly).  You  have!  Miss  Perkins,  my  (fear  Miss  Per¬ 
kins!  if  my  everlasting  obligation,  and  gratitude,  and  friendship, 
and  love,  can  have  any  attractions  for  you,  produce  that  register. 

Jane  {aside).  My  fate’s  in  that  register. 

Put.  {aside).  My  fortune's  in  that  register. 

Jane.  It’s  yours,  {aside)  or  J.  A.  Perkins  dies  an  old  maid. 

[Exit,  l.,  tragically 


PUTKINS. 


Put .  ( following  her  to  door ,  watching  her).  What  a  rare 

creature  that  woman  is.  If  there  were  more  like  her,  with  the  same 
self-sacrificing  interest  in  John  Putkins,  the  world  would  be  lonely 
if  he  couldn’t  marry  ’em  all.  Bless  her,  she’s  left  her  umbrella! 
( Seizes  one  of  Phoebe's,  and  runs  out ,  l.) 

Enter  Piicebe,  r. 

Phoebe.  She  can’t  see  you,  sir.  What,  gone!  Here’s  his  hat  and 
books.  ( Looking  out  of  window .)  There  he  goes,  chasing  a 
woman  with  all  his  might.  Bless  me,  lie’s  got  my  umbrella!  There, 
he  has  fallen  down  right  into  the  green  cambric!  He’s  so  tangled 
in  the  whalebones  he  can’t  get  out.  Yes,  lie’s  up  again.  Here  he 
comes. 

fitter’ Putkins,  l.,  in  a  wrecked  condition ,  holding  the  ruins  of  the 
umbrella. 

Put.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for  these  bones  ( pointing  to  umbrella)  these 
other  bones  ( pointing  to  his  ribs)  wouldn’t  have  had  a  sound  one 
among  them.  How  that  woman  did  fly  !  Her  devotion  is  sublime. 
{Seeing  Piicebe.)  Well,  dear;  what  does  Aunt  Tiddledee  say? 

Phoebe.  Tildy,  sir,  {angrily  ;)  T-i-l-d-y !  {spelling  it.)  She  can’t 
see  you.  She  says  she  is  nothing  but  a  poor  forlorn  widow ;  not 
worth  counting. 

Put.  {grandly).  Young  woman  !  assure  your  aunt  that  the  census 
of  Great  Britain  concerns  numbers,  not  conditions;  and  that  widows 
and  old  maids  are  as  precious,  in  the  eyes  of  the  true  census-taker, 
as  duchesses  and  dowagers,  and,  in  response  to  bis  interrogations, 
England  expects  every  widow  to  do  her  duty.  Therefore,  in  the 
faithful  performance  of  my  office,  I  would  ask  your  aunt  if  she  ever 
heard  of  a  Putkins. 

Phoebe  {aside).  Dear  me,  I'm  getting  afraid  of  this  creature.  I 
wish  Jerry  would  come.  {Aloud.)  Yes,  sir;  I’ll  run  up  stairs  with 
your  question,  and  down  stairs  with  her  answer.  {Runs  off ,  r., 
repeating ,  kt  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Putkins?  ”) 

Put.  Hour  by  hour,  minute  by  minute,  I  feel  the  reins  of  hope 
drawing  tighter ;  and  with  my  two  new  steeds  —  the  old  maid  and 
the  beadle,  to  say  nothing  of  the  poor  widow  overhead —  I  venture 
t  >  insinuate  that  a  new  impetus  is  about  to  be  given  to  my  car  of 
fortune. 

Enter  Jerry,  d.  l.  c.,  in  great  haste. 

Jerry.  Sir,  sir,  run!  The  Man  and  Beast  is  on  fire;  and  your 
carpet-bag  will  get  scorched. 

Put.  Yes;  but  what’s  my  carpet-bag  to  my  life  and  death  regis¬ 
ters,  and  two  hat-boxes?  What  would  the  Queen  sixy  if  John  Put¬ 
kins  lost  his  life-books  and  two  hat-boxes.  [Exit,  l. ,  in  a  hurry. 

Jerry  {watching  him).  That  man’s  a  study  for  a —  a  —  what  you 
call  —  a  phreneolologist  or  a  —  a — physionogomist.  He’d  make  a 
good  grave-digger  in  Hamlet.  (Seizing  pumpkin  on  table.)  Whose 
skull  may  this  be?  Yorick’s?  Alas,  poor  Yorick!  1  knew  him 
well,  Iloratio;  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest.  Here  hung  the  lips  I’ve 
kissed  how  oft?  Where  be  your  jibes  now;  your  jokes,  that  set  thn 
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table  oil  a  roar?  Get  to  my  lady’s  chamber,  and  tell  her  to  this  favor 
must  she  come  at  last,  if  she  isn’t  it  already  —  old  pumpkin-head! 
Imagine  this  Mr.  Census  at  a  fire:  Quick,  man,  quick !  the  fire  is 
getting  in  at  your  chamber  window!  What  do  we  see?  He  stops 
the  foreman  of  the  tub,  half-way  up  the  blazing  stairs,  with  a  44  Who’s 
your  grandmother  ?  ”  The  undaunted  Mose  hurls  him  to  the  floor 
with  his  hose-butt.  Springing  to  his  feet,  he  brandishes  a  gigantic 
goosequill  in  the  smoky  air,  and  endangers  the  life  of  an  old  woman 
hurrying  to  the  door,  with  a  44  If  you  love  me,  sweet  woman,  was 
there  ever  a  Putkins  in  your  family  ?  ” 

Enter  Phcebe,  r. 

Phoebe  ( not  seeing  Jerry,  and  as  if  in  answer  to  Putkins).  She 
doesn’t  know,  sir.  Thinks  the  name  familiar;  but  would  like  time 
to  consider. 

Jerry  ( in  amazement').  Who  wants  time,  the  old  woman  where 
the  house’s  a-fire?  Pshaw,  Phoebe,  I  made  the  old  woman  up. 

Phoebe .  You  here,  Jerry  ?  You  made  the  old  woman  up?  What 
are  you  talking  about?  I  thought  that  strange  man  was  here. 

Jerry.  No,  lie’s  just  gone.  The  Man  and  Beast  is  on  fire,  and 
he’s  run  for  his  carpet-bag.  But  he’s  left  his  books. 

Plioebe.  I  wonder  what  they  are ?  (Taking  up  book.)  Epitaphs! 

Jerry .  Epitaphs  ? 

Phoebe  ( frightened ,  and  taking  hold  of  Jerry).  O,  Jerry;  do 
you  know  I’m  afraid  of  that  dreadful  man,  going  round  in  people’s 
houses  hunting  after  dead  men. 

Jerry.  Don’t  be  afraid  of  him.  In  these  arms,  Phoebe,  you  are 
safe  from  all  the  lunatics  and  dead  men  that  ever  escaped  from  a 
hospital  or  a  graveyard.  But  let’s  read  his  epitaphs. 

John  Smith  was  my  name,  and  I  died  in  my  sin, 

And  I  loaf  with  the  unforgiven  ; 

Eor  there  never  was  yet  —  and  they  don’t  mean  to  begin  — 

An  angel  named  John  Smith  in  heaven. 

John  Smith  was  a  friend  of  mine,  Phoebe.  In  fact,  he  was  a  good 
many  friends  of  mine.  But  I  shan’t  shed  a  tear  —  not  one.  Life 
isn’t  long  enough,  if  I  once  get  started  — 

Phoebe  (taking  book  and  reading),  — 

Poor  Jack,  the  sweep, 

Lies  here  asleep ; 

He’s  swept  out  his  last  flue; 

He  stuck  in  a  stack, 

And  he  couldn’t  get  back, 

And  his  soul  flew  out  of  the  flue. 

Poor  little  sooty !  How  the  family  must  have  felt  that  owned  tl:  e 
chimney. 

Jerry.  And  how  the  chimney  must  have  smoked.  ( Reads ), — 
Strangers,  pause,  and  drop  a  tear, 

A  menagerie  man,  alas !  lies  here. 

He  gathered  hyenas  and  lions  bold, 

Like  Noah,  the  menagerie  man,  of  old. 
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I  do  declare,  those  gravestones  bound  would  make  a  good  comic 
almanac. 

Phoebe  ( reads ),  — 

Hid  in  this  dust  is  the  physiognomy 
Of  the  spouse  of  Revd.  P.  Economy. 

True  to  his  name  in  every  particular, 

For  a  graveyard  lot, 

A  post-hole  he  bought, 

And  he  buried  her  —  perpendicular. 

Jerry.  Buried  his  wife  in  a  post-hole,  perpendicular?  That  inan’i 
eoul  would  have  gone  through  the  millionth  part  of  a  pinhole  without 
touching. 

Phoebe  ( reads ),  — 

Light  be  the  earth  on  the  dust  of  John, 

And  Sally,  ditto,  on  hers ! 

Each  was  the  other’s  paragon  ; 

And  they  were  a  pair  o’  goners. 

How  beautiful !  What  is  a  paragown.  Jerry? 

Jerry.  A  perrigown  is  a — a — no  matter  now.  You  may  want 
to  know  something  else  by  and  by,  and  I’ll  tell  you  all  at  once. 
{Putting  on  air  of  great  wisdom ,  reads), — 

Hie  jacet,  a  doctor,  who,  ere  he  died, 

Called  a  consultation  of  M.  D.’s  to  his  side. 

Give  me  your  pills  —  I  don’t  dare  take  my  own. 

They  gave :  in  a  wink,  he  was  dead  as  a  stone. 

Phoebe.  I’ll  throw  all  of  Aunt  Tihly’s  medicine  out  of  the  win¬ 
dow.  {Seizes  a  bottle  ;  runs  to  window.) 

Jerry .  “Forbear,  rash  woman,  forbear;”  save  your  medicine, 
and  give  it  to  the  poor.  They  dote  on  bitters  as  your  devoted 
Jerry  does  on  spruce  beer.  {Reading),  — 

Here  lies  an  actor  who  played  so  many  characters  that  he  for¬ 
got  his  own.  His  parts  were  principally  ghosts  ;  and  when  he  was 
called  upon  to  give  up  his  own,  what  a  stage  fright  he  must  have 
had,  for  there  was  no  prompter  in  the  last  act;  and  it  was  for 
the  benefit  of  the  author.  Exit,  without  knowing  where  he  should 
appear  next. 

Phoebe.  O  Jerry,  Jerry;  you  never  shall  be  an  actor! 

Jerry.  Yes,  Phoebe;  I  must  leave  this  stupid  place.  I  must 
have  a  bigger  field. 

Phoebe.  A  bigger  field?  Your  farm’s  so  big  now  you  don’t  know 
what  to  do  with  it. 

Jerry.  Let’s  both  go.  You  be  the  lady-love,  and  I  the  lover. 
Listen  to  me.  First  night  of  Jeremiah  Holliman  and  Phoebe 
Twist.  The  house  is  jammed — pit,  boxes,  and  skv-gallery.  Now 
they  laugh;  now  they  cry.  They  wave  their  handkerchiefs  and 
throw  their  bouquets  when  Jerry,  as  Claude,  pictures  to  his  Pau¬ 
line  Phoebe,  “  A  palace  by  the  Lake  of  Como,  lifting  to  eternal 
summer  its  marble  walls;  where  we  would  have  no  friends  that 
were  not  loafers,  —  no,  I  mean  lovers, — and  read  no  books  that 
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were  not  tales  of  pirates, — no,  no,  I  mean  tales  of  love, —  while 
the  perfumed  light  stole  from  —  ( trying  to  remember  the  word )  — 
from  all-a-buster  lamps,  and  every  air  was  heavy  with  the  breath 
of  orange  groves,  and  music  from  —  from  thick  boots  —  no,  no, 
sweet  lutes — that  gusli  forth  i’  the  midst  of  roses.”  Dost  like 
the  picture,  Phoebe? 

Phoebe.  I  dost. 

Jerry.  Good  Then  Jerry’s  career  as  a  milkman  is  at  an  end, 
and  the  curtain  will  shortly  rise  on  a  new  act  of  his  life. 

Phoebe .  Yes  ;  and  I’ll  wear  a  beautiful  dress  with  a  satin  skirt,  anf 
plaid  stockings,  and  flowers  in  my  hair,  and  corals  on  my  neck ;  and 
everybody  will  be  asking  where  Phoebe  Twist  came  from.  Dear  me, 
I  shall  never  think  of  this  old  place  again.  But,  Jerry,  what  will 
become  of  poor  Aunt  Tildy?  I  never  thought  of  her.  Who  will 
take  care  of  her  when  I  am  gone,  and  sit  by  her  side  when  she’s 
sick,  and  read  to  her  out  of  the  good  book?  Who  will  look  out  for 
the  hens,  and  pet  the  cow,  and  take  care  of  the  dog,  and  feed  the 
cat?  ’Twould  break  all  their  hearts  if  their  Phoebe  went  away  and 
left  them.  ( Throws  her  arms  round  Jerry’s  neck ,  and  cries  hard.) 

Jerry.  There,  there,  Phoebe;  don’t  take  on  so.  There’s  no  dan¬ 
ger  of  our  going  away  this  evening,  nor  to-morrow  morning. 

Phoebe.  But  that  was  a  pretty  lake  you  were  going  to  take  me  to. 
Where  is  it,  Jerry  ? 

Jerry.  Well,  really,  I  can’t  say.  1  know  more  about  play-books 
than  geography ;  but  I  should  guess  it  was  somewhere  near  the  Gar¬ 
den  of  Eden. 

Phoebe .  The  Garden  of  Eden  ?  Where’s  that? 

Jerry.  You’ve  got  me  again.  I  never  was  much  on  Sunday 
School  questions. 

Phoebe.  But  if  you  give  up  the  milk  trade,  and  fail  in  the  acting 
business,  what  are  you  going  to  do  then? 

Jerry.  Fail?  Don’t  talk  to  me  of  fail.  “  In  the  bright  lexicon  of 
youth,  there’s  no  such  word  as  fail.”  ( Tears  across  the  stage  tragi¬ 
cally,  and  runs  into  Putkins,  who  enters,  d.  l.  c.  —  Exit  Jerry,  l.) 

Put.  {collecting  his  breath).  The  fire  was  out  before  I  got  there. 
However,  I  gathered  an  item  from  a  fireman  that  may  lead  to  some¬ 
thing.  ( Observing  Phoebe.)  Well,  miss,  what  does  your  aunt  say? 

Phoebe.  She  says  the  first  known  Tildy  was  a  tanner  of  great 
property.  His  partner’s  name  she  has  forgotten.  Thinks  it  began 
with  P. 

Put.  Began  with  a  P?  Celestial  initial ! 

Phoebe.  No  it  isn’t,  sir.  C  is  the  initial  for  celestial. 

Put.  {abstractedly) .  Began  with  a  P?  Was  my  sainted  Absalom 
a  tanner?  Like  a  hawk  narrowing  its  circles  around  its  prey,  my 
field  of  operations  is  narrowing  to  tombs  and  tanneries.  If  I  find 
him  not  among  the  dead,  l  shall  among  the  dyers.  Young  woman, 
fly  to  your  aunt,  and  beseech  her,  in  my  name  as  an  officer  of  the 
crown,  to  give  me  all  the  facts  touching  this  P  the  tanner. 

Phoebe.  Yes,  sir;  and  while  she  is  racking  her  poor  old  brains 
about  your  P,  can’t  \ou  find  her  something  about  her  T  —  her  poor 
Tom.  [Exit,  k 


15 


Put.  Her  poor  Tom!  Tom  what,  i  wonder!  The  world  swauna 
wilh  poor  Tom’s.  Perhaps  it  was  Tom  Tildy.  I'll  look  among  my 
books  and  tee.  {Sits  down,  and  turns  over  a  bool z.)  33.  —  G.  —  T. 

—  Tinkleby  —  Tildy  —  why.  here’s  a  Tildy,  to  t  e  sure.  (As  he  says 
this ,  enter  Phcebe,  r..  and  Jerry,  l.  —  They  pomse  and  listen .) 
1  copied  it  from  an  old  register  :  Thomas  Tildy,  imprisoned  for 

many  years  in  Spain,  on  conviction  of  being  a  leader  in  the  then 
late  rebellion.  Afterwards  proved  to  be  innocent.  On  his  release, 
his  family  had  gone  no  one  knew  whither.  Indemnified  by  the 
Spanish  government,  he  became  rich,  and  settled  in  Dunwich.” 
(Hearing  this ,  Phcebe  and  Jerry  manifest  great  ddight  ) 

Phoebe.  I'll  run  and  tell  Aunt  Tildy;  but  I’m  afraid  her  heart  will 
bieak  with  joy.  \_Exit  Phcebe. 

Jerry  (coming  forward).  I  guess  there’s  no  doubt  but  you’ve  hit 
the  very  poor  Tom. 

Put.  1  hope  so,  with  all  my  heart. 

Jtrry.  As  you  know  something  about  everybody,  did  you  ever 
hear  of  a  Dollinian  that  was  a  play-actor?  If  you  have,  I  shall 
probably  find  out  where  I  got  my  genus  for  acting  from. 

Pot.  There  are  my  books.  Every  item  I  pick  up  I  put  down. 
You  can  examine  for  yourself.  (Jerry  sits ,  and  looks  over  books.) 

Enter  Phcebe,  r. 

Phoebe.  O,  sir!  she  was  so  delighted  that  she  hurst  out  laughing 
for  joy.  Then  she  fell  to  crying;  and  it  would  have  done  your  heart 
good  to  see  her.  She  says  you  mustn’t  go  away  till  she  can  see  you  ; 
and  she’ll  be  well  in  a  day  or  two. 

Put.  Since  it’s  rainy,  and  coming  on  dark,  I  will  spend  the  night 
here,  certainly. 

Phoebe.  O,  that’s  good;  and  we‘11  have  supper  in  no  time. 

Jerry  (aside).  I  can’t  find  a  solitary  Dolliman,  actor  or  no  actor. 
No  matter,  I’ll  start  the  family  in  the  business. 

Phoebe.  Come,  Dolly,  help  me  get  supper. 

Jerry.  Get  supper!  (Aside.)  That’s  the  way.  Whenever  1 
begin  to  feel  like  Julius  Caesar,  somebody’s  sure  to  ring  my  infernal 
cow-bell,  or  tell  me  to  help  get  supper.  (Aloud.)  O,  yes,  Phoebe, 
I'm  coming.  Your  Romeo’s  coming,  Juliet. 

[ Exeunt  Phcebe  and  Jerry,  r. 

Put.  In  the  happiness  which  John  Putkins  seems  to  have  had 
the  good  luck  to  bring  into  this  poor  family,  he  thinks  he  sees  the 
Aurora  of  his  own  good  fortune. 

Enter  Jane  Abigail,  l.,  in  great  haste ,  loaded  with  papers  and 

books. 

Put.  (graciously  bowing  her  in).  Ah!  Miss  Perkins  again! 

Jane  (aside).  Pt  e  heard  of  a  Putkins;  but  I  shan’t  tell  him  at 
once.  (Sits. — Aloud.)  I’m  sorry  1  couldn’t  bring  more  docu¬ 
ments,  for  our  garret  is  absolutely  crammed  with  them,  and  it  would 
take  you  a  month  to  look  ’em  over.  (Aside.)  O,  if  he  only  would 
spend  a  month  in  our  garret ! 

Put.  Garret  full  V  (Aside.)  To  my  tombs  and  tanneries  I  now 
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add  a  garret.  (Sits  near  her.  — Aloud.)  And  did  any  of  the  names 
you  saw  begin  with  a  P  ? 

Jane.  O,  yes;  there  were  the  (deliberately)  Pottses,  ond  the  Pel- 
ters,  and  the  Porridashes,  and  the  —  the  — 

Put.  ( breaking  in).  And  the  Putkinses,  hey?  (Drawing  up  to 
her.)  No?  So  then  you  can’t  persuade  yourself,  under  any  circum¬ 
stances,  to  introduce  a  Putkins  into  your  family,  hey? 

Jane  (aside).  There’s  that  delicate  question  again.  (Aloud.) 
Well,  that  depends  upon  the  circumstances.  If  there  were  a  month’s 
time,  and  —  and  —  (Playing  with  handkerchief ,  and  looking  sen¬ 
timentally  at  Putkins.) 

Put.  If  you  can  give  me  any  information  respecting  Absalom 
Putkins,  you’ll  be  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  circumstances,  I  assure 
you. 

Jane.  O,  sir;  if  this  was  only  in  our  kitchen,  I  might  talk  to  you 
more  freely. 

Put.  Kitchen?  Tell  me  of  my  Absalom,  and  I’d  fly  with  you  to 
any  kitchen,  feeling  assured  that  it  would  be  the  last  kitchen  that 
John  Putkins  would  ever  condescend  to  enter,  even  if  it  were  a 
kitchen  in  a  — 

Jerry  (putting  head  into  door ,  d.  r.  c.).  “Palace  by  the  Lake 
of  Como.”  [ Exit  Jeriiy 

Put.  Did  you  speak,  Miss  Perkins? 

June.  Not  a  word. 

Put.  Then  Putkins’s  guardian  angel  must  have  accidentally 
spoken  out  loud. 

Jane  (aside)  I  can  delay  no  longer.  (Aloud.)  Yes,  sir,  I  have 
heard  of  a  Putkins. 

Put.  Heard  of  a  Putkins?  (  Wild  with  astonishment  and  delight , 
Putkins  tears  across  the  room.  — Aside.)  She’s  heard  of  a  Putkins. 
(Aloud.)  Miss  Perkins,  1  worship  the  very  air  you  tread  upon,  the 
very  ground  you  breathe.  How  can  I  repay  you?  I’ll  throw  my 
arms  around —  (Advances  as  if  to  embrace  her.  — Aside.)  No,  no; 
I’ll  be  calm.  (Aloud.)  But  where  did  you  get  your  information  from? 

Jane.  From  some  old  family  letters. 

Put.  (aside).  Those  letters. will  make  a  millionnaire  of  me.  (Sits 
near  her.) 

Jane  (aside).  Those  letters  will  make  a  Putkins  of  me.  O  Abi¬ 
gail,  you  only  ran  over  with  a  receipt  for  gruel,  and  you  stumble 
upon  a  receipt  for  making  a  husband. 

Put.  Are  you  confident  it  was  a  P-u-t-k-i-n-s ?  (Spells  it.) 

Jane.  A  genuine  P-u-t-k-i-n-s.  (Sjiells  it ,  and  looks  over  letters.) 

Put.  (rising)  I’m  calm;  perfectly  calm.  As  unmoved  as  when, 
in  the  graveyards  of  Wales,  I  came  to  the  alphabetical  corner 
where  the  P.’s  were  buried.  Calm,  yet  stirred  by  a  thousand  un¬ 
speakable  emotions ;  not  dizzy,  yet  standing  on  a  pinnacle  that  has 
been  building  for  twenty-three  years  and  seven  months.  With  my 
eye  ever  fixed  upon  this  hour,  I  have  mastered  a  philosophy  which 
disciplines  me  to  bear  this  announcement  with  the  most  sublime 
composure.  In  view  of  this  event,  which  for  many  years  I  have 
exnccted  would  happen  the  next  minute,  I  have  prepared  a  letter 
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—  in  fact,  have  prepared  it  and  worn  it  out  a  dozen  times  a  year 

—  resigning  my  position  as  census-taker,  which,  for  divers  reasons, 

—  one  of  which  was  that  I  got  my  living  out  of  it,  and  another 
that  I  had  not  then  heard  f.om  my  long  lost  Absalom,  —  has  not 
been  sent  till  now.  It  is  as  follows:  ( Taking  from  his  pocket  a 
dirty ,  ragged  document ,  in  an  immense  envelope.)  “  I,  John  Put- 
kins,  census-taker,  do  hereby  tender  my  resignation  of  such  office; 
and  beg  that  the  amount  of  my  salary  unpaid  be  appropriated  as 
•the  nucleus  of  a  fund  for  giving  a  gravestone  and  a  first-class  epi¬ 
taph  to  every  poor  defunct  census-taker” —  a  fate  from  which  this 
angelic  being  has  just  saved  me.  ( Seals  it ,  and  calls.)  Jerry  ! 
Young  man  !  Here  ! 

Enter  Jerry,  r. 

Jerry  Yes,  sir;  here  I  am. 

Put.  Oblige  me  by  putting  that  document  in  the  next  post. 
( Gives  him  a  sixpence.) 

Jerry .  I’ll  fly  with  it.  [ Exit  Jerry,  i>.  l.  c. 

Jane.  I’ve  found  the  letter.  Here  it  is.  I  will  read  an  extract. 

Put.  Miss  Perkins,  before  we  proceed  further,  let  me  observe  that 
your  interest  in  me  and  my  cause  fills  me  with  the  most  unfeigned 
admiration  ;  and,  in  holding  out  to  you  the  temptation  of  my  hand 
and  —  fortune  —  through  your  timely  instrumentality- — I  venture 
to  intimate  that  the  transition  from  Perkins  to  Putkins  is  easy  and 
natural. 

Jane. .  Mr.  Putkins,  in  ceasing  to  be  a  Perkins,  I  feel  the  truth 
of  your  words  :  “  Easy  and  natural,  easy  and  natural.”  (Aside.)  I 
shall  never  forget  that  gruel. 

Put.  Now,  my  dear  Abigail  (drawing  up  closely  to  her),  let’s  pro¬ 
ceed  with  the  letters. 

Jane.  Yes,  my  dear.  What  did  you  say  your  Christian  name  was? 

Put.  John. 

Jane.  John,  we  will.  (Reads.)  “The  Putkins  you  refer  to  was 
reported  to  be  immensely  rich.” 

Put.  The  correspondent  is  correct. 

Jane  ( continuing ).  “  He  is  of  the  family  by  that  name  in  Sun¬ 
down  — ” 

Put.  Is  it  possible?  Sundown  was  my  native  place.  Go  on. 

Jane.  *•  He  was  to  have  been  married,  but  lie  was  absent  so  many 
years  that  the  young  lady,  supposing  him  dead,  married  another 
man  —  ” 

Put.  She  little  knew  what  she  was  losing.  Dare  say  she  married 
a  beggar. 

Jane.  “  The  young  woman’s  name  was — ” 

Put.  Some  countess,  I  suppose. 

Jane.  No,  sir  There  it  is  —  Elmira  Wilt. 

Put.  (starting  up  in  llank  amazement ).  Elmira  Wilt?  Elmira 
Wilt?  Is  it  possible!  Abigail,  the  Putkins  you  have  read  about  is 

—  myself. 

Jane  (shrieking,  and  falling  back  in  chair).  O  dear!  O  dear! 
Rather  than  to  have  imposed  upon  you  in  this  trying  manner,  your 
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unsuspecting  Abigail,  in  her  innocence  and  loneliness,  would  wil¬ 
lingly  have  gone  to  her  grave  under  the  Balm  o'  Gileads  —  that’s 
where  our  lot  is.  As  it  is,  I  release  you  trom  any  further  obliga¬ 
tion.  ( Buries  her  face  in  handkerchief.) 

Put.  Cheer  up,  Abigail ;  cheer  up,  Jane.  What’s  being  deceived 
in  a  fancied  Absalom  to  having  found  a  genuine  Abigail?  No,  no; 
my  Abigail  in  hand  shall  be  A  No.  1  ;  my  Absalom  in  the  bush,  A 
No.  2.  By  the  by,  I  must  get  back  my  letter.  ( Runs  out ,  d.  l.  c.) 

Jane .  Who  would  have  thought  that  a  little  gruel  could  have  made 
6uch  a  revolution.  What  will  the  old  folks  say?  Compare  me  at 
supper  time  with  what  I  was  at  dinner!  Ah,  me;  strange  things 
happen  in  a  strange  world  between  dinner  and  supper. 

Enter  Putkins,  d.  l.  c. 

Put,  I  found  the  young  man  just  in  time.  ( Puts  letter  back  into 
pocket.)  Cheer  up,  I  say,  Abigail.  Two  of  us  can  work  in  this  busi¬ 
ness  better  than  one.  I’ll  leave  you  to  the  graveyards,  while  I  devote 
myself  to  the  tanneries. 

Jane.  As  a  Perkins,  I  should  have  fainted  away  if  left  alone  in  a 
graveyard.  As  a  Putkins,  my  honeymoon  will  be  sweet  among  the 
tombs. 

Enter  Jerry  and  Phcebe,  r.,  bringing  in  tea  things. 

Phoebe.  We’ve  got  the  best  supper  that  ever  a  king  ate  —  tongue, 
buns,  beans,  and  doughnuts. 

Put.  I  never  was  hungrier  in  my  life,  and  I’ve  a  particular  fancy 
for  every  article  in  your  bill  of  fare  —  especially  your  doughnuts. 
I’ve  a  weakness  for  doughnuts  that  I’ve  brought  with  me  from  my 
youth  unimpaired.  Abigail,  be  comforted.  No  man  can  be  in  great 
distress  who  can  digest  a  doughnut. 

Jerry.  Then  I  don’t  believe  anything’s  the  matter  with  me.  (Stick¬ 
ing  fo7~k  in  doughnut ,  and  waving  it.) 

Jane.  I  didn’t  think  to  stop  to  tea.  I  only  ran  over  with  a  receipt 
for  gruel.  But  seeing  you  have  such  pleasant  company  —  (at  Put¬ 
kins.) 

Put.  You  will  be  persuaded,  eh?  Well,  this  is  indeed  an  episode 
in  the  experience  of  a  census-taker;  and,  nothing  daunted  by  any 
temporary  disappointment,  I  —  we  (looking  at  Jane)  shall  still  push 
forward  for  the  great  unclaimed  Putkins  inheritance. 

Phoebe.  How  do  you  like  your  coffee,  Mr.  Putkins? 

Put.  (standing  —  the  rest  seated).  Potent,  my  dear,  potent. 
(Phcebe  gives  him  coffee ,  with  doughnut  in  saucer.)  Feeling  as¬ 
sured  that,  with  the  help  of  kind  friends  by  the  way,  we  shall  shortly 
solve,  in  graveyard  or  garret,  the  great  Putkins  mystery  that  no 
tannery  can  hide.  (They  rattle  the  dishes  noisily.  —  Putkins 
chokes  himself  with  coffee  and  dougnut.) 

Phcebe. 

Jerry.  TABLE.  Jane. 

Putkins. 

CURTAIN. 


MEYER'S  CELEBRATED  GREASE  PAINTS. 


We  are  now  prepared  to  furnish  a  full  line  of  Grease  Paints  of  the  celebrated  make 
of  Charles  Meyer,  at  the  manufacturer’s  price.  These  paints  are  acknowledged  by 
professionals  to  be  the  best ,  and  are  in  general  use  in  our  theatres.  Compared  to  the 
old  method  of  using  powders,  these  paints  are  far  superior,  as  they  impart  a  clearer 
/and  more  life-like  appearance  to  the  skin,  and,  being  of  a  greasy  nature,  cannot  easily 
be  affected  by  perspiration.  We  can  supply  the  following  necessary  colors,  put  up 
in  a  neat  box,  with  lull  directions  for  use,  viz. :  Light  Flesh,  Dark  Flesh,  Brown, 
Black,  Lake,  White,  Carmine,  and  Slate.  Price,  $1.00. 


We  have  also  the  following  extra  colors  :  — 


NO. 

1 .  Very  pale  Flesh  Color. 

2.  Light  Flesh,  deeper  tint. 

3.  Natural  Flesh  Color,  for 

juvenile  heroes. 

4.  Rosy  Tint,  for  juvenile 

heroes. 

5.  Deeper  shade,  for  juve¬ 

nile  heroes. 


NO. 

6.  Healthy  Sunburned,  for 

juvenile  heroes. 

7.  Healthy  Sunb’ned,  deep¬ 

er  shade. 

8.  Sallow,  for  young  men. 

9.  Healthy  Color,  for  mid¬ 

dle  ages. 

10.  Sallow,  for  old  age. 


NO. 

11.  Ruddy,  for  old  age* 

12.  Olive,  healthy. 

13.  Oiive,  lighter  shade. 

14.  Gypsy  flesh  color. 

15.  Othello. 

16.  Chinese. 

17.  Indian. 

18.  East  Indian. 


Done  up  in  sticks  of  four  inches  in  length,  at  25  cents  each.  Any  other  color 
made  to  order. 


LINING  COLORS:  Brown,  Black,  Lake,  and  White,  15  cents  each.  Carmine 
and  White,  large  sticks,  25  cents  each. 


MEYER’S  WELL-KNOWN  FACE  PREPARATIONS. 

Justly  recommended  by  the  profession  as  being  the  best. 

CREAM  EXORA.  —  In  large  china  pots.  A  very  fine  preparation  for  beauti¬ 
fying  the  complexion,  in  different  shades,  as  follows:  No.  1,  White;  No  2,  Tint 
of  Rose;  No.  3,  Darker  Shade  (brunette).  50  and  75  cents  per  oox. 

ADHESIVE  POWDER.  —  For  sticking  on  Mustaches,  Whiskers,  etc. 
Price,  25  cents  per  box. 

COCOA  BUTTER.  — For  removing  grease  paint.  Large  pieces,  25  cents. 


DORIN’S 


Rouge  de  Theatre. 
Blanc  de  Theatre. 


Price,  35  cents  each. 


BAKER’S  SMOKE  POTS. —Having  considerable  call  for  an  article  for 
making  smoke  for  fire  scenes,  etc.,  we  have  made  arrangements  with- the  pyro¬ 
technist  of  the  Boston  Theatre  to  supply  us  with  the  best  article  for  that  purpose; 
we  can  now  furnish  smoke  pots,  entirely  free  from  -stench  and  producing  a  thick 
white  smoke,  in  two  sizes,  at  35  and  50  cents  each. 

BAKER’S  BLACK  OPERA  CORK.  —  For  Ethiopian  Singers  and  Actors. 
40  cents  per  box. 

BAKER’S  TABLEAU  LIGHTS. -Red,  Oeen,  and  White.  Price,  25 
cents  each. 

These  lights  ate  put  up  especially  for  our  trr<de,  and  cannot  be  excelled  for 
brilliancy.  They  burn  with  as  little  smoke  as  any  preparation  for  like  purpose. 
The  white  is  especially  brilliant,  rivalling  the  magnesium  light  in  intensity.  We 
have  the  above  solidified  for  mailing  purposes,  enough  for  three  lights  in  a  pack¬ 
age,  at  the  same  price. 

The  Tableau  Lights  will  be  sold  in  bulk,  pu*  up  in  tin  boxes,  not  less  than 
half  a  pound  of  a  color,  at  $1.50  per  pound;  sent  only  by  express. 


We  can  furnish  any  of  the  articles  advertised  in  the  catalogues  of  other  publishers 
of  plays,  at  list  prices. 


THE  STOLEN  WILL 


A  COMEDY-DRAMA  IN  THREE  ACTS. 

Price,  35  cents. 


West  Swakzey,  July  27, 1881. 

Lex.  E.  Tildex:  —  Dear  Sir,  —  Have  read  your  play  entitled  ‘-The 
Stolex  Will.”  Was  very  much  pleased  with  it.  Think  the  character 
of  Chip  Winkle,  F.sq.,  is  immense.  Should  like  to  play  it  myself  when  L 
get  through  with  Joshua.  Hope  the  play  will  be  a  success  wherever  pro¬ 
duced.  It  deserves  to  be.  Yours  truly,  DENMAN  THOMPSON. 


.  GST  THE  BEST, 

OUR  MAKE-UP  BOOK. 

A  complete  guide  on  the  art  of  making  up  the  face  for  the  stage, 
including  directions  for  the  use  of  wigs,  beards,  moustaches,  and  every 
variety  of  artificial,  hair,  etc.,  for  the  use  of  amateurs  and  actors,  with 
“  Hints  on  Acting.”  Price,  35  cents. 


Select  the  pieces  for  your  next  performance  from  the  following 


selected  list  of 

POPULAR  PLAYS. 

A  GAME  OF  DOMINOS. —Comedy.  One  act  .  ...6m,  4  Fj 

ADVICE  TO  HUSBANDS. —  Comedietta.  One  act  .  .  .  5  m.  If. 

CRINOLINE. —  Farce.  One  act . 4  M.  4  F. 

ELLA  ROSENBERG.  — Drama.  Two  acts . 7  M.  3  F. 

A  FAMILY  FAILING.— Farce.  One  act . 6ji.  If. 

FIGHTING  BY  PROXY.  —  Farce.  One  act . 6  m.  2  e. 

THE  MILLER’S  WIFE  (GIRALDA).  — Comic  Drama. 

Three  acts . 6  m.  5  f. 

THE  LADY  OF  THE  LAKE.  — Drama.  Two  acts  .  ,13  m.  3  f. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  BANQUET.  —  Drama.  Two  acts  .  .  6  m.  3f. 

MY  SON  DIANA.  — Farce.  One  act . 3  m.  2  f. 

THE  YOUTH  WHO  NEVER  SAW  A  WOMAN.— 

Farce.  One  act . 3  m.  2  F. 

BOTH  ALIKE.  — Comedy.  Two  acts . 5  m.  5  F. 

TIIE  SHAKER  LOVERS.  —  Drama.  One  act . 7  m.  3  f. 

THE  MAID  OF  MILAN.  —  Drama.  Three  acts  .  .  .  .  9  m.  6  b . 

JENNY  LIND.  —  Farce.  One  act . 12  M.  1  ? 


Price,  15  cents  each. 


NEW  PUBLICATIONS 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 

A  Drama  in  Prologue  and  Four  Acts.  By  Frank  Carlos.  Sixteen  male,  four  female 
characters.  Price,  25  cents. 

YOUNG  MR.  PRITCHARD. 

A  Comedy  in  Two  Acts.  By  Esther  B.  Tiffany.  One  male/  three  female  characters. 
Price,  15  cents. 

THAT  PATRICK  ! 

A  Comedy  in  One  .Act.  By  Esther  B.  Tiffany.  One  male,  two  female  characters. 
Price,  1.5  cents. 

SULLIVAN,  THE  SLUGGER. 

A  Farce  in  One  Act.  Four  male,  two  female  characters.  Price,  15  cents. 


A  NEW  GRAND  ARMY  DRAMA. 

FORCED  TO  THE  WAR. 

A  Drama  in  Four  Acts.  By  David  Hill.  Ten  male,  three  female  characters. 
Price,  25  cents. 


W.  D.  HOWELLS’S  PLAY. 

THE  REGISTER. 

A  Comedy  in  One  Act.  Two  male,  two  female  characters.  Price,  25  cents. 


GEORGE  M,  BAKER’S  NEW  PLAYS. 

MESSMATES. 


THE  SELDARTE  CRAZE. 

A  Farce  in  One  Act.  Eight  male,  three  female  characters,  including  a  German,  Irishman, 
and  Darkey.  An  amusing  satire  on  the  Delsarte  School.  Price,  25  cents. 


P.  O.  Box  2846. 


BOSTON,  MASS. 


NEW  ENTERTAINMENTS. 

THE  DAIRYMAIDS’  FESTIVAL.  By  May  Neal.  For  any 

ber  of  young  ladies.  Price,  25  cents. 

THE  HARVESTERS.  A  Musical  Drill  for  children.  By  Ml  * 

K.  Rogers.  Price,  25  cents. 

THE  CARNIVAL  OF  DAYS.  An  Entertainment.  By  Mar^  j 
Horne.  For  May-Day,  Christmas,  Memorial  Day,  Fourth  o 
July,  or  St.  .Valentine’s  Day.  Price,  15  cents. 

THE  PEAK  SISTERS.  A  Humorous  Entertainment  for  Youn^ 
Ladies.  Arranged  by  Mary  B.  Horne.  Any  number  o1 
ladies  may  take  part,  but  seven  only  are  necessary.  N< 
scenery;  costumes  very  simple.  This  laughable  trifle  mea;: 
with  invariable  success  wherever  performed.  Price.  15  cents 
CHRISTMAS  ENTERTAINMENTS.  For  School  and  Home.  B\ 
Jaye  Kaye.  This  little  book  of  suggestions  is  invaluable  fc 
every  one  interested  in  the  amusement  and  instruction  of  the 
little  folks.  It  contains  a  large  number  of  novel  entertain 
ments,  simple  in  character  and  inexpensive  to  get  up.  Price, 
25  cents. 

NEW  PLAYS. 

THE  FAIRY  STEEPLECROWN.  A  Play  for  Children.  By 

Alice  P.  Carter.  Price,  25  cents. 

CART.  MARY  MILLER.  A  Drama  of  Woman’s  Rights,  in  five 
acts.  By  Harriet  H.  Robinson.  Price,  25  cents. 

NEW  EDITION. 

THE  VOYAGE  OF  LIFE.  By  “Oliver  Optic.”  Price,  15  cents. 

BY  GEORGE  M.  BAKER. 

MESSMATES.  A  drama  in  three  acts.  Six  males,  four  females. 
Price,  25  cents. 

THE  SELDARTE  CRAZE.  A  farce  in  one  act.  Eight  males, 

three  females.  Price,  25  cents. 

THE  RIVAL  POLITICIANS,  and  other  dialogues.  Price,  15  cents. 

NEW  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

THE  READING  CLUB,  Nos.  17  and  18.  Price,  15  cents. 

IRISH  DIALECT  RECITATIONS.  Prose  and  verse.  Price,  30  cents. 
NEGRO  DIALECT  RECITATIONS.  Price,  30  cents. 

THE  GRAND  ARMY  SPEAKER.  Price,  30  cents. 

YANKEE  DIALECT  RECITATIONS.  Price,  30  cents. 

MEDLEY  DIALECT  RECITATIONS.  German,  French,  and 
Scotch.  Price,  30  cents. 

BAKER’S  HUMOROUS  SPEAKER.  Price,  cloth,  $1.00. 


WAITES  H .  BAKER  &  CO,, 

(/>.  O.  Box  2846.)  BOSTON.  23  Winter  Street 


PLEASE  NOTICE  REMOVAL. 


LIST  OF  PLAYS. 


ARRANGED  BY  NUMBER  OF  CHARACTERS,  MALE  AND  FEMALE. 
FURTHER  PARTICULARS  IN  REGULAR  LIST. 

PRICE  GIVEN  AFTER  EACH  PLAY. 

W  here  a  play  is  known  under  two  titles ,  both  are  given  as  separate  plays .  in 
this  list  only. 


Two  Characters.  — One  Male,  one  Female. 
An  Original  Idea  .  .  15 
Three  Characters. —  Two  Males,  One  Female. 


Box  and  Cox  .  .  . 

.  15 

Mary  Moo . 

15 

1  Silent  Woman  .  .  . 

15 

Unprotected  Female 

.  15 

1  Which  Shall  1  Marry? 

15 

One  Male.  Two  Females. 

Apples  ...... 

Two  Flats  and  a  Sharp 

15 

|  Which  will  Have  Him?  15 

Four  Characters.  —  Two  Males, 

Two  Females. 

Bouquet  .... 

j  Census  Taker  .  .  . 

15 

1  Fairy’s  Father  .  .  • 

15 

Give  a  Dog,  etc.  r 

.  15 

Mr.  Joffin’s  Latchkey 

15  j 

Madam  is  Abed  .  .  . 

15 

Match  Makers  .  . 

.  15 

None  so  Deaf  as  those 

Putkins . 

15 

Personal  Matter  . 

.  25 

who  Won't  Hear 

15 

Zerubabel’sSecond  Wife  15 

Three  Males,  One  Female. 

Bombastes  Furioso 

.  15 

|  The  Tempter .... 

15 

|  Sailor’s  Return  .  .  . 

15 

Five 

Characters.  — Three  Males 

,  Two  Females. 

Anonymous  Kiss  . 

.  15 

Doubtful  Victory  .  . 

15 

Under  a  Veil  .... 

15 

Cousin  Tom  .  .  . 

.  15 

My  Son  Diana  . 

15 

Nature  and  Philosophy  15 

Done  on  Both  Sides 

.  15 

Two  Buzzards  .  .  . 

15 

To  Oblige  Benson  .  . 

15 

Sylvia’s  Soldier  .  . 

.  15 

Appearances  are  De¬ 

Welsh  Girl  .... 

15 

Ugly  Customer  .  . 

.  15 

ceitful  ..... 

15 

The  Youth  who  Never 

Blue  and  Cherry  • 

.  15 

Don’t  Judge  by  Ap¬ 

Saw  a  Woman  .  . 

15 

pearances  .... 

15 

Two  Males,  Three  Females. 

Kiss  in  the  Dark  • 

•  15! 

1  My  Husband’s  Secret 

15 

1  Poor  Pillicoddy  .  .  , 

15 

1 

[  Phantom  Breakfast  . 

15 

1 

Four  Males,  One  Female. 

Only  a  Clod  •  .  . 

•  15  1 

1  Two  Heads  are  Better 

[  Trumpeter’s  Daughter 

15 

1 

|  than  One  .... 

15 

1 

Six  Characters.  — One  Male,  Five  Females. 
The  Only  Young  Man  in  Town  30 
Three  Males,  Three  Females. 

Aunt  Charlotte’s  Maid  15  I 


Always  Intended 


15 


Dandelion’s  Dodges  .  15 
Drop  Too  Much  .  .  15 
From  Information  I  Re¬ 
ceived  . 15 

I've  Written  to  Brown  15 


S>  dvice  to  Husbands  .  15  | 


1  My  Sister’s  Husband  . 

15 

|  Sarah’s  Young  Man  • 

15 

Never  Say  Die  .  .  . 

15 

Two  Puddifoots  .  . 

15 

1  Your  Life’s  in  Danger 

15 

Four  Males,  Two  Females. 

John  Wopps  .... 

15 

Sunshine  through  the 

Nursey  Chick  weed 

15 

Clouds  . 

15 

Needless  Stratagem  (A)  15 

Soldier,  Sailor,  Tinker, 

Once  on  a  Time  .  .  . 

15 

and  Tailor  .... 

15 

Slice  of  Luck  (A)  .  . 

15 

We’re  All  Teetotallers 

15 

Sullivan,  The  Slugger 

15 

Five  Males,  One  Female. 

1 

|  Diamond  Cut  Diamond  15 

Two  Males,  Four  Females. 
Eliza  Carisbrooke,  etc.  15  I  How  the  Colonel  Pro-  I 

|  posed . 15  I 

25.  ne  w. 


Jane’s  Legacy  •  •  •  U 


Seven  Characters. —Four  Males,  Three  Females 


Boston  Dip  ....  15 
Bowled  Out  ....  15 
Bit  of  Brummagem  .  15 
Brother  Bill  and  Me  .  15 
Class  Day . 25 


Comrades . 25 

Don’s  Stratagem  .  .  15 

My  Turn  Next  .  .  .  15 

Mysterious  Disappear¬ 
ance  . 15 

Poison . 25 


Peace  and  Quiet  .  . 
Smashingtori  Goit .  . 
Silverston’s  Wager  . 
Thirty  Minutes  for  Re¬ 
freshments.  .  ,  . 


15 

15 

15 

15 


Three  Males,  Four  Females. 

Cool  Collegians  (The)  ...  25  |  Pretty  Piece  of  Property  .  15 
Six  Males,  One  Female. 


Family  Failing  .  .  . 

15  |  Look  After  Brown 

15  |  Turkish  Bath  .  .  , 

15 

Five  Males,  Two  Females. 

Dora . 

15 

I  John  Dobbs  .... 

15 

I  Slasher  and  Crasher  . 

15 

Free  Ward  (The)  .  . 

15 

Old  Honesty  .... 

15 

Seeing  the  Elephant  . 

15 

1  Poor  Peter  .... 

15 

Eight  Characters. —Four  Males, 

,  Four  Females. 

Crinoline  ..... 

15 

I  Christmas  Box  ,  .  . 

15 

J  My  Precious  Betsy  . 

15 

|  Our  Mutual  Friend  . 

25 

Six  Males,  Two  Females. 

Blanks  and  Prizes  .  . 

15 

1  Fighting  by  Proxy 

15 

1  True  Unto  Death  .  . 

15 

Daughter  of  Regiment 

15 

1  Love’s  Labor  Saved  . 

15  i 

|  Uncle  Robert  .  .  . 

15 

Five  Males,  Three  Females. 

Bread  on  the  Waters  . 

15 

Husband  to  Order  .  . 

15 

Little  More  Cider  .  . 

15 

Flower  of  the  Family 

15 

John  Smith  .... 

15 

My  Brother’s  Keeper . 

15 

His  Last  Legs  .  .  . 

15 

Last  Loaf  (The) .  .  . 

15 

Nicholas  Flam  ,  , 

15 

Little  Brown  Jug  (The)  15 

Seven  Males,  One  Female. 

Payable  on  Demand  .  15  |  Sea  of  Troubles  .  .  .  15 
Nine  Characters. — Six  Males,  Three  Females. 


Another  Glass  .  .  .  15  1  Dunducketty’s  Picnic  15  I  Midnight  Banquet  -.  .  15 
Down  by  the  Sea  ,  •  15  Hit  Him.  He  has  no  On  and  Off  ....  15 
1  Friends . 15  | 

Five  Male,  Four  Females. 

Better  than  Gold  .  .  25  |  Queen’s  Heart  (The)  .  15  ]  Race  for  a  Widow  .  .  15 
Two  Males,  Seven  Females. 

Thorn  among  the  Roses  15 
Ten  Characters. —  Six  Males,  Four  Females. 


Among  the  Breakers  .  15  I  Damon  and  Pythias  .  15  I  Lying  will  Out  ...  15 

Bull  in  a  China  Shop.  15  Game  of  Dominos  .  .  15  Mrs.  Walthrop’s  Bach- 

Duchess  of  Dublin  .  15  |  Lost  in  London  ...  15  |  elors  ......  25 

Seven  Males,  Three  Females. 

Coupon  Bonds  .  .  .  25  I  Flowing  Bowl  (The)  .  25  j  Miller  and  his  Men  .  15 

Enlisted  for  War  .  .  15  Home  Guard  (The)  .  15  Paddle  your  Own  Canoe  lo 

Ella  Rosenberg  ...  15  |  |  Shaker  Lovers  ...  15 

Five  Males,  Five  Females. 

Both  Alike  ....  15  I  Cleft  Stick  (The)  .  .  15  I  Lords  of  Creation  .  .  15 

|  Old  and  Young  .  .  .  15  | 

Eleven  Characters. —  Six  Males,  Five  Females. 

Babie . 25  I  The  Miller’s  Wife  .  .  15  |  The  “  Tomboy  ”  .  .  15 

Giralda . 15  |  Our  Folks . 15  j 

Eight  Males,  Three  Females. 

Lost  Mine  (The)  .  .  25  I  “Nevada”  ....  25  I  Our  Boys  of  1776  .  .  15 

I  One  Hundred  Years  Ago  15  | 

Seven  Males,  Fctir  Females.  Five  Males,  Six  Females. 

Above  the  Clouds  . . 15  |  The  Christening  (  tf 

Nine  Males,  Two  Females. 

Don  Caesar  de  Baxan  .  15 
26,  new. 


Twelve  Characters. —  Nine  Males,  Three  Females. 

Ticket  of  Leave  Man . 15  |  Wife’s  Secret  (The)  15 

Ten  Males,  Two  Females.  Eight  Males,  Four  Females. 

Gaspardo,  the  Gondolier  ....  15  |  Fool’s  Revenge  (The) . 16 

Over  Twelve  Characters. 


Aladdin  .... 

Babes  in  the  Woods 
Captain  Kyd 


Dumb  Girl  of  Portici 
East  Lynne  .  .  , 

Forced  to  the  War 
Hero  of  Scotland  . 
Hunchback  (The) 


Hidden  Hand 


15 

15 

25 
15  ; 

15 


15  j 


15  Jeweller’s  Apprentice 
15  Lady  of  Lyons  . 

15  Lady  of  the  Lake 

Clari  .  . . 15  Monseigneur .  . 

Maid  of  Milan  . 

Masaniello  .  . 

Naaman,  the  Syrian 
Octoroon  (The)  . 

Poor  Gentleman 
Hamlet  .  .  '  .  .  .  .  15  !  Past  Redemption 

The  Stranger  .  . 

Male  Characters  Only. 

Number  of  Characters  given  instead  of  j)rice,  which  is  uniformly  15  cents  each , 


Scarlet  Letter  ...  15 
School  for  Scandal  .  15 
Stolen  Will  (The)  .  .  25 

15  Golden  Butteriiv  (The)  25 
15  Two  Orphans  (rTlie)  .  25 
A'irginia  Veteran  .  ,  25 

Wallace . 15 

Zelina . 15 

Blue  and  Gray,  or  Star 
of  Empire  .  .  .  .  3® 


Coals  of  Five  . 

Close  Shave  ....  6 

Freedom  of  the  Press  .  8 

Gentlemen  of  the  Jury  12 
Great  Umbrella  Case  32 


Great  Elixir 
Humors  of  the  Strike 
Hypochondriac  (The) 


9 


Man  with  the  Demijohn  4 
My  Uncle  the  Captain  .  6 
NeAV  Brooms  Sweep 

Clean . 6 

Public  Benefactor  .  .  f> 
Pedlar  of  Veryince 
Rival  Poets  .  .  . 


Stand  by  the  Flag  .  .  5 

Shall  Our  M  others  Vote  1 1 
Two  Gentlemen  in  a  Fix  2 
Too  Late  for  the  Train  2 
Thief  of  Time  (The)  .  6 

Tender  Attachment  . 
Very  Pleasant  Evening  3 
Wanted,  a  Male  Cook  4 


Runaways 
Ready-made  Suit 
Female  Characters  Only. 

15  cents  each ,  except  Rebecca's  Triumph ,  which  is  25  cents. 


Aunt  Mehitable’s  Sci¬ 
entific  Experiment  .  6 

Champion  of  Her  Sex  8 
Dog  that  will  Fetch,  &c.  6 
Eliza’s  Bonafide  Offer  4 


Accelerate  —  operatic 

charade  . 

Bachelor’s  Christmas 
Bunch  of  Buttercups 
Christmas  Carol  .  . 
Centennial — charade . 
Conjuration— operatic 
charade  . 


Greatest  Plague  in  Life 
The  Grecian  Bend .  . 

Love  of  a  Bonnet  .  . 

No  Cure,  No  Pay  .  . 

Precious  Pickle  .  .  . 

Musical  and  Other  Plays  for  Children. 
Male  and  Female  Characters. 

15 


Red  Chignon  .  .  . 

Rebecca’s  Triumph 
Tipsy  Pudding  .  . 

Using  the  Weed 
Voyage  of  Life  .  . 


6 

ie 

8 

7 


College  Ned— operetta 
15  Dorothy’s  Birthday- 
25  operetta  .....  25 

15  Diamonds  and  Toads— 

15  operetta 15 

15  Fairy  of  Fountain  .  .  25 

Holidays . 15  ent.  . 

15  Hunt  the  Thimble  .  50  Titania 

|  Lost  Children  ...  15 

Musical  Allegories  for  Female  Characters  Only 


Merry  Christmas  . 

R.  E.  Porter  .  .  . 

Santa  Claus  Frolics 
Santa  Claus  First  . 
Santa  Claus  at  Home 
Seven  Ages — Tableaux 


15 

75 

15 

25 

20 

19 

25 


Lightheart’s  Pilgrim¬ 
age  . . 


I  Revolt  of  the  Bees  15  I  Vision  of  Freedom 
15  Tournament  of  Idyl-  War  of  Roses  .  . 

|  court . 15  I 

The  Pilgrim’s  Choice,  for  Male  and  Females. 

Musical  and  Other  Entertainments  for  Alults. 


15 

15 


A  nnstasia,  operetta . 

Anonymous,  shadow  pantomime  .  . 
Arabella  and  Lionel,  pantomime 
A.  Ward’s  Wax  Figger  Show  .  .  . 

Bon  Rons,  musical  and  dramatic 

entertainment . 

Capuletta,  operatic  burlesque  .  . 
Cinderella,  shadow  pantomime  .  . 
Drink,  shadow  pantomime  .... 


25 

25 

15 

25 

25 

15 

25 

25 

27, 


Driggs  and  Kis  Double,  shadow  pan¬ 
tomime  . 

H.  M.  S.  Pinafore,  opera  .  .  .  . 
In  Pawn,  shadow  pantomime  .  .  • 

f Jenny  Lind,  operetta . 

Sculptor’s  Triumph,  tableau  ent.  . 
Snow  Bound,  musical  and  dramatic 

entertainment . 

Orpheus,  shadow  pantomime  .  • 
new . 


25 

15 

25 

15 

15 


25 

25 


NEW  PUBLICATIONS 


THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY 

A.  "Drama  in  Prologue  and  Four  Acts.  By  Frank  Carlos.  Sixteen  male,  four  femal* 
characters.  Price,  25  cents. 

YOUNG  MR.  PRITCHARD. 

A  Comeciy  in  Two  Acts.  By  Esther  B.  Tiffany.  One  male,  three  female  characters. 
Price,  j  5  cents. 

THAT  PATRICK! 

A  Comedy  in  One  Act.  By  Esther  B.  Tiffany.  One  male,  two  female  characters 
Vrine,  15  cents. 

SULLIVAN,  THE  SLUGGER. 

A  Farce  in  One  Act.  Four  male,  two  female  characters.  Price,  15  cents. 


A  NEW  GRAND  ARMY  DRAMA. 

FORCED  TO  THE  WAR. 

A  Drama  in  Four  Acts.  By  David  Hill.  Ten  male,  three  female  characters. 
Price,  25  cents. 


IN  PREPARATION. 

A  NEW  DRAMA.  A  NEW  FARCE. 

By  the  popular  author,  GEO.  M.  BAKER.  Will  be  ready  about  November  15. 


THE  BOOK  OF  ELOQUENCE.  A  Collection  of  Extracts  in  Prose  and 

Verse  from  the  most  famous  orators  and  poets.  Intended  as  exercises  fof 
declamations  in  colleges  and  schools.  By  Charles  Dudley  Warner.  Price, 
$1.5°. 

PARLOR  VARIETIES.  Part  Third.  A  series  of  Home  Plays  by  Olivia  L 
Wilson.  Comprising  “Mother  Michel  and  her  Cat,”  “The  Old  Woman  who 
Lived  in  a  Shoe,”  from  Harper's  Young  People ,  and  other  popular  short  plays. 
Uniform  with  Parts  One  and  Two.  Boards,  50  cents;  paper,  30  cents. 

THE  READING  CLUB  AND  HANDY  SPEAKER.  Edited  by 

George  M.  Baker.  No.  17.  Paper,  15  cents. 


CHRISTMAS  PLAYS. 

SANTA  CLAUS  THE  FIRST.  One  Act.  Nine  characters.  25  cents. 
SANTA  CLAUS’  FROLICS.  One  Act.  Any  number.  15  cents. 

SANTA  CLAUS  AT  HOME.  One  Act.  Any  number.  20  cents. 

THE  MERRY  CHRISTMAS  OF  THE  OLD  WOMAN  WHO 
LIVED  IN  HER  SHOE.  One  Act.  Any  number.  15  cents. 

THE  BACHELOR’S  CHRISTMAS.  One  Act.  Three  male,  two  female 

and  children.  Price,  25  cents. 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL.  One  Scene.  Characters  numerous.  15  cents. 


GEORGE  M.  BAKER’S  PLAYS. 

Price  15  cents,  unless  otherwise  stated. 


ABOVE  THE  CLOUDS.  Drama  in  two 

acts.  7  males,  4  females. 

AMONG  THE  BREAKERS.  Drama  in 

two  acts.  6  males,  4  females. 

BETTER  THAN  GOLD.  Drama  in  four 
acts.  5  males,  4  females.  25  Cents. 

BON-BONS.  Musical  entertainment.  3  males, 
1  female.  25  Cents. 

BOSTON  DIP,  THE.  Comedietta  in  one 
act.  4  males,  3  females. 

BREAD  ON  THE  WATERS.  Drama  in 

two  acts.  5  males,  3  females. 
CAPULETTA.  Burlesque  in  two  parts.  3 
males,  1  female. 

CHAMPION  OF  HER  SEX,  THE.  Farce 

in  one  act.  8  females. 

CHRISTMAS  CAROL,  A.  Christmas  en¬ 
tertainment  from  Dickens.  Many  char. 
CLOSE  SHAVE,  A.  Farce  in  one  act.  6 

males. 

COALS  OF  FIRE.  Farce  in  one  act.  6 

males. 

COMRADES.  Drama  in  three  acts.  4  males, 

3  females.  25  Cents. 

DOWN  BY  THE  SEA.  Drama  in  two 

acts.  6  males,  3  females. 

DROP  TOO  MUCH,  A.  Farce  in  one  act. 

4  males,  2  females. 

DUCHESS  OF  DUBLIN,  THE.  Farce  in 

one  act.  6  males,  4  females. 

ENLISTED  FOR  THE  WAR.  Drama  in 

three  acts.  7  males,  3  females. 

FAIRY  OF  THE  FOUNTAIN,  THE. 

Play  for  children  in  two  acts.  10  char.  25c. 

FLOWER  OF  THE  FAMILY,  THE. 

Comedy-drama  in  three  acts.  5  males,  3  fern. 

FLOWING  BOWL,  THE.  D  rama  in  three 
acts.  7  males,  3  females.  25  Cents. 

FREEDOM  OF  THE  PRESS.  Farce  in 

one  act.  8  males. 

GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  JURY.  Farce 

in  one  act.  12  males. 

GREAT  ELIXIR,  THE.  Farce  in  one  act. 

o  males. 

GREATEST  PLAGUE  IN  LIFE,  THE. 

Farce  in  one  act.  8  females. 

GRECIAN  BEND,  THE.  Farce  in  one 
act.  7  females. 

HUMORS  OF  THE  STRIKE,  THE. 

Farce  in  one  act.  8  males. 

HYPOCHONDRIAC,  THE.  Farce  in  one 
act.  5  males. 

LAST  LOAF,  THE.  Drama  in  two  acts. 

5  males,  3  females. 

LIGHTHE ART’S  PILGRIMAGE.  Alle¬ 
gory  for  schools.  8  females  and  chorus. 

LITTLE  BROWN  JUG,  THE.  Drama  in 

three  acts.  5  males,  3  females. 

LITTLE  MORE  CIDER,  A.  Farce  in  one 

act.  5  males,  3  females. 

LOVE  OF  A  BONNET,  A.  Farce  in  one 
act.  5  females. 

MAN  WITH  THE  DEMIJOHN,  THE. 

Farce  in  one  act.  4  males. 

MY  BROTHER’S  KEEPER.  Drama  in 

three  acts.  5  males,  3  females. 

MYSTERIOUS  DISAPPEARANCE,  A. 

Farce  in  one  act.  4  males. 

MY  UNCLE  THE  CAPTAIN.  Fare*  in 

one  act.  6  males. 

NEVER  SAY  DIE.  Farce  in  one  act.  3 
males,  3  females. 

NEVADA.  Drama  in  three  acts.  8  males,  3 
females.  25  cents. 


NEW  BROOM  SWEEPS  CLEAN,  A. 

Farce  in  one  act.  6  males. 

NO  CURE,  NO  PAY.  Farce  in  one  act.  7 

females. 

ONCE  ON  A  TIME.  Drama  in  tw® 

4  males,  2  females, 

ONE  HUNDRED  YEARS  AGO.  Drama 

in  two  acts.  8  males,  3  females. 

ORIGINAL  IDEA,  AN.  Dialogue  for  a 

lady  and  gentleman. 

OUR  FOLKS.  Drama  in  three  acts.  6  males, 

5  females. 

PADDLE  YOUR  OWN  CANOE.  Faroe 

in  one  act.  7  males,  3  females. 

PAST  REDEMPTION.  Drama  in  four 
acts,  o  males,  4  females.  25  Cdlltfl. 

PEDLAR  OF  VERYNICE,  THE.  Bur- 

lesque.  7  males. 

PRECIOUS  PICKLE,  A.  Farce  in  one 

act.  6  females. 

PUBLIC  BENEFACTOR,  A.  Farce  in 

one  act.  6  males. 

REBECCA’S  TRIUMPH.  Drama  in  three 

acts.  16  females.  25  Cdntfl. 

RED  CHIGNON,  THE.  Farce  in  one  act. 

6  females. 

REVOLT  OF  THE  BEES,  THE.  Mu¬ 

sical  allegory.  9  females. 

RUNAWAYS,  THE.  Farce  in  one  act.  4 

males. 

SANTA  CLAUS’  FROLICS.  Christmas- 

tree  entertainment.  Many  char. 

SCULPTOR’S  TRIUMPH,  THE.  Alle¬ 
gory.  i  male,  4  females. 

SEA  OF  TROUBLES,  A.  Farce  in  one 
act.  8  males. 

SEEING  THE  ELEPHANT.  Temper¬ 

ance  farce.  5  males,  2  females. 

SEVEN  AGES,  THE.  Tableau  entertain¬ 
ment.  7  males,  4  females. 

SHALL  OUR  MOTHERS  VOTE!  Hu, 

morous  debate  for  11  boys. 

SNOW  BOUND.  Musical  and  dramatic  en¬ 
tertainment.  3  males,  1  fomale.  25  C61ltfl. 

STAND  BY  THE  FLAG.  Drama  in  01* 

act.  5  males. 

SILVIA’S  SOLDIER.  Drama  in  two  act*. 

3  males,  2  females. 

TEMPTER,  THE.  Drama  in  one  net  | 

males,  1  female. 

TENDER  ATTACHMENT,  A.  Fare  k 

one  act.  7  males. 

THIEF  OiT  TIME,  THE.  Farce  In  on* 

act.  6  males. 

THIRTY  MINUTES  FOR  REFRESH 

ments.  Farce  in  one  act.  4  males,  3  fern. 
THORN  AMONG  THE  ROSES,  A.  Com. 

edy  in  one  act.  2  males,  8  females. 
TITANIA.  Play  for  children  in  two  acts. 

Many  char.  25  C6nt8. 

TOO  LATE  FOR  THE  TRAIN.  Dialogue 

for  2  males,  introducing  songs  and  recitations. 

TOURNAMENT  OF  IDYLWENT,  THE. 

Allegory  for  13  females. 

VISIONS  OF  FREEDOM.  Allegory  for 

16  females. 

USING  THE  WEED.  Farce  in  one  act. 

7  females. 

WANTED,  A  MALE  COOK.  Farce  in 

one  act.  4  males. 

WAR  OF  THE  ROSES.  Allegory  for  8 

females. 

WE’RE  ALL  TEETOTALERS.  Fare,  in 

one  scene.  4  males,  .  females. 
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ALWAYS  INTENDED.  A  Comedy  in  1 

Act.  By  Horace  Wigan.  3  male,  3  female  char. 

THE  ANONYMOUS  KISS.  A  Vaudeville. 

2  male,  2  female  char. 

ANOTHER  GLASS.  A  Drama  in  1  Act. 

By  Thomas  Morton.  6  male,  3  female  char. 

AUNT  CHARLOTTE’S  MAID.  A  Farce 

in  i  Act.  Bv  J.  M.  Morton.  3  male,  3  female  char. 

THE  BABES  IN  THE  WOOD.  A  Comedy 

in  3  Acts.  Bv  Tom  Taylor.  10  male,  3  female  char. 

BLANKS  AND  PRIZES.  A  Comedietta 

in  1  Act.  By  Dexter  Smith.  6  male,  2  female  char. 

BLUE  AND  CHERRY.  A  Comedy  in  I 

Act.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

BOUQUET,  A  Comedietta  in  1  Act.  By 

J.  A.  Woodward.  2  male,  2  female  char. 

BOWLED  OUT.  A  Farce  in  1  Act.  By 

H.  T.  Craven.  4  male,  3  female  char. 

BROTHER  BILL  AND  ME.  A  Faroe  in 

1  Act.  By  W.  E.  Suter.  4  male,  3  female  char. 

A  BULL  IN  A  CHINA  SHOP.  A  Comedy 

in  2  Acts.  By  Charles  Matthews.  6  male,  4  female 
ehar. 

THE  CHRISTENING.  A  Farce  in  1  Act. 

By  J.  B.  Buckstone.  5  male,  6  female  char. 

THE  CLEFT  STICK.  A  Comedy  in  3  Acts. 

5  male,  3  female  char. 

COUSIN  TOM.  A  Comedietta  in  1  Act. 

By  Geo.  Roberts.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

DAMON  AND  PYTHIAS.  A  Farce.  6 

male,  4  female  ehar. 

DANDELION’S  DODGES.  A  Farce  in  1 

Act.  By  T.  J.  Williams.  4  male,  2  female  char. 

THE  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  REGIMENT. 

A  Drama  in  2  Acts.  By  Edward  Fitzball.  6  male, 

2  female  char. 

DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  An  Interlude 

in  1  Act.  Bv  W.  H.  Murray.  10  male,  1  female. 

DONE  ON  BOTH  SIDES.  A  Farce  in  1 

Act.  By  J.  M.  Morton.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

DON’T  JUDGE  BY  APPEARANCES.  A 

Farce  in  1  A.ct.  By  J.  M.  Morton.  3  male,  2  female. 

DORA.  A  Pastoral  Drama  in  3  Acts.  By 

Chas.  Reade.  5  male,  2  female  char. 

A  DOUBTFUL  VICTORY.  A  Comedy  in 

1  Act.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

DUNDUCKETTY’S  PICNIC.  A  Farce  in  1 

Act.  By  T.  J.  Williams.  6  male,  3  female  char. 

BAST  LYNNE.  A  Drama  in  5  Acts.  8 

i  male,  7  female  char. 

GASPARDO  THE  GONDOLIER.  A  Drama 

a  3  Acts.  Bv  George  Almar.  10  male,  2  female. 

GIVE  A  DOG  A  BAD  NAME.  A  Farce. 

2  male,  2  female  char. 

THE  HIDDEN  HAND.  A  Drama  in  5  Acts. 

Bv  Robert  Jones.  16  male,  7  female  char. 

HIT  HIM,  HE  HAS  NO  FRIENDS.  A 

Farce  in  1  Act.  By  E.  Yates  and  N.  H.  Harrington. 
7  male,  3  female  char. 

A  HUSBAND  TO  ORDER.  A  Serio-comic 

Drama  in  2  Acts.  5  male,  3  female  char. 

I’VE  WRITTEN  TO  BROWNE.  A  Farce 

in  1  Act.  By  T.  J.  Williams.  4  male,  3  female  char. 

JOHN  DOBBS.  A  Farce  in  1  Act.  By 

J.  M.  Morton.  5  male,  2  female  char. 

JOHN  W0PP3.  A  Faroe  in  1  Act.  By 

W.  E.  Suter.  4  male,  2  female  char. 

THE  LOST  CHILDREN.  A  Musical  En¬ 
tertainment  in  5  Acts.  By  Mrs.  Lewis  Jerrey.  8 
male,  5  femalo  char.,  and  chorus. 

LOOK  AFTER  BROWN.  A  Farce  in  1  Act. 

By  George  A.  Stuart,  M.D.  6  male,  1  female  char. 

LOST  IN  LONDON.  A  Drama  in  3  Acts. 

6  male,  4  female  char. 


LYING  WILL  OUT.  A  Comedy  in  4  Act*. 

By  H.  Pelham  Cur*is.  6  male,  4  female  char. 

MADAM  IS  ABED.  A  Vaudeville  in  1  Act. 

2  male,  2  female  char. 

MARY  MOO;  or,  Which  Shall  I  Marry t 

A  Farce  in  1  Act.  By  W.  E.  Suter.  2  male,  1  fem. 

MONSEIGNEUR.  A  Drama  in  3  Acts.  By 

1  homas  Archer.  15  male,  3  female  char. 

MY  PRE  CIOUS  BETSY.  A  Farce  in  1  Act. 

By  J.  M.  Morton.  4  male,  4  female  char. 

MY  TURN  NEXT.  A  Farce  in  1  Act.  By 

T.  J.  Williams.  4  male,  3  female  char. 

NICHOLAS  FLAM.  A  Comedy  in  2  Acts. 

By  J.  B.  Buckstone.  5  male,  3  female  char. 

NONE  SO  DEAF  AS  THOSE  WHO  WON’T 

Hoar.  A  Comedietta  in  1  Act.  By  H.  P.  Curtis.  2 
male,  2  female  char. 

NURSEY  CHICK  WEED.  A  Farce  in  1  Act. 

By  T.  J.  Williams.  4  male,  2  female  char. 

OLD  HONESTY.  A  Comic  Drama  in  2 

Acts.  By  J.  M.  Morton.  5  male,  2  female  char. 

ONLY  A  CLOD.  A  Comic  Drama  in  1  Act. 

By  J.  P.  Simpson.  4  male,  1  female  char. 

PAYABLE  ON  DEMAND.  A  Domestic 

Drama  in  2  Acts.  7  male,  1  female  char. 

THE  PHANTOM  BREAKFAST.  A  Farce 

in  1  Act.  By  Chas.  Selby.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

PUTKINS;  Heir  to  Castles  in  the  Air. 

A  Comic  Drama  in  1  Act.  By  W.  R.  Emerson.  2 
male,  2  female  char. 

THE  QUEEN’S  HEART.  A  Comedy  in  3 

Acts.  5  male,  4  female  char. 

A  RACE  FOR  A  WIDOW.  A  Farce  in  t 

Act.  By  T.  J.  Williams.  5  male,  4  female  char. 

SARAH’S  YOUNG  MAN.  A  Farce  in  1 

Act.  By  W.  E.  Suter.  3  male,  3  female  char 

THE  SCARLET  LETTER.  A  Drama  in  3 

Acts.  8  male,  7  female  char. 

SILVERSTONE’S  WAGER.  A  Comedi- 

etta  in  1  Act.  By  R.  R.  Andrews.  4  male,  3  female. 

A  SLICE  OF  LUCK.  A  Farce  in  1  Act. 

By  J.  M.  Morton.  4  male,  2  female  char. 

SMASHINGTON  GOIT.  A  Farce  ini  Act. 

By  T.  J.  Williams.  5  male,  3  female  char. 

A  SOLDIER,  A  SAILOR,  A  TINKER, 

and  a  Tailor.  A  Farce  in  1  Act.  4  male,  2  female. 

SUNSHINE  THROUGH  THE  CLOUDS. 

A  Drama  in  1  Act.  By  Slingsby  Lawrence.  3  male, 

3  female  char. 

TRUE  UNTO  DEATH.  A  Drama  in  2  Acts. 

By  J.  Sheridan  Knowles.  6  male,  2  female  char. 

THE  TURKISH  BATH.  A  Farce  ini  Act. 

By  Montague  W illiams  and  F.  C.  Burnand.  6  male, 
1  female  char. 

TWO  GENTLEMEN  IN  A  FIX.  A  Fare* 

in  1  Act.  Bv  W.  E.  Suter.  2  male  char. 

TWO  HEADS  BETTER  THAN  ONE.  A 

Farce  in  1  Act.  By  Lenox  Horne.  4  male,  1  female. 

THE  TWO  PUDDIF00TS.  A  Farce  in  1 

Act.  By  J.  M.  Morton.  3  male,  3  female  char. 

AN  UGLY  CUSTOMER.  A  Farce  in  1  Act. 

Bv  Thomas  J.  Williams.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

UNCLE  ROBERT.  A  Comedy  in  3  Acta. 

By  H.  P.  Curtis.  6  male,  2  female  char. 

A  VERY  PLEASANT  EVENING.  A  Fare* 

in  1  Act.  Bv  W.  E.  Suter.  3  male  char. 

THE  WELSH  GIRL.  A  Comedy  in  1  Act. 

By  Mrs.  Planche.  3  male,  2  female  char. 

WHICH  WILL  HAVE  HIM?  A  Vaudo- 

ville.  1  male,  2  female  char. 

THE  WIFE’S  SECRET.  A  Play  in  5  Acts. 

Bv  Geo.  W.  Levell.  10  male,  2  female  char. 

YOUR  LIFE’S  IN  DANGER.  A  Farce  in 

1  Act.  By  J.  M.  Morton.  3  male,  $  female  char. 
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